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I am living with the philosophy though 
that everything will be alright 
as long as I try my best. 


Wing Wing Fung 


The Eros in Poetry and Prose Series 


Eros in literature is one of the finest and most sublime way to share one”s love. 
The purpose of the Eros in Poetry and Prose Series is to share some of the most 
amorous and enticing pieces of poetry and prose to be found in the English 
Language. 


This is the Sixth book in the series. Its release coincides with Valentine’s Day 2020. 


In this edition you will find original poems and pieces of prose all meant to tickle 


your fancy ... 


Enjoy! 


Patrick Bruskiewich 


Vancouver, BC, Canada 


Eros in Poetry 


The Book of Self Love by Salome 


Positives ... 
Meditation ... 


Affirmation ... 


I am living in a beautiful world, 


manifesting with life force and energy 


Am I important? 
Am I part of the limitless 


and vigorous universe? 


The stars, the sun, the planets, the moon 
The air, the water ...the Earth 
The plants and animals 


That nature within 


I am in Harmony with all this ... 


I smell 
I see 
I hear 


I feel 


Breath In and out 


Smoothly 


Safely 


As I relax 


And enjoy ... the book of self-love. 


How Lucky They Are by Caitlyn Gosh 


The koi fish are lucky to live in their little pond 
Glistening golden scales 

Slide across each other 

They bask in the peace 

Floating in tranquility 

Until age sinks them 

to rest in the depths 

They play and slink and slide across each other 

Gaping their mouths for air, 

Bouncing the bubbles in and out like balls 

no fear. 

If they flinch as I sit next to them 

They return to the secluded swimming school in seconds 
I wonder if they can see me looking up through the water 
or if it casts a reflexion in the realm of innocence 

I know they can’t see me as I see them 

I see their ignorance to how lucky they are 

For the police would never arrest 


A koi fish 


Koi at Play 
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Fragrant Harbor by Marta Gramatyka 


The most glorious of harbors of the Earth 
Shares with me its lights, every single night 
With a million neon eyes soaring upright 

It took me years to see how much it is worth. 

It mesmerized; the streets made for wandering 
Filled with the masses hidden behind masks 
Feeling your pain was the hardest of tasks 

It forced me to start chaotic pondering. 
Cantonese melody overflowing the stars 

With the song of my life long after my rebirth 
The longest amount of days spent on pure mirth 
Was with you, when painting thrilling memoirs. 
For better and for worse, in sickness and health 
I may care for you a little too tenderly 

I lost my native voice for this land by the sea 


I love you; you are all my wealth. 


Hong Kong, 
February 9th, 2020 
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Four Happy Poems by Aki Kurosawa 


I Had a Pink Bike 


When I was a little girl 
I had a pink bike ... 
the tires would spin and whirl. 


I rode it everywhere I like — 


I rode it very fast! 
The boys would race me, 
but almost always l’d be last 


and I would watch them flee. 


gaily laughing all the time at me ... 


but I would just smile, thinking 
how it must hurt to be a boy 


bouncing on his bike ... 


but a girl can whirl along on her’s 


and not mind it at all ... 
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Pumpkin the Cat 


Pumpkin ... my chisana Neiko, 
she use to wander across 

the top of our fence. 

Our chisai inu would bark, bark 


bark at it — but my Pumpkin 


she just ignored him. She knew 

he had nothing important to say 

to her as she went on her way. 

The boy cats would try to 

follow her across the fence — 

but would get unnerved and topple off 
and our dog would chase them away. 
They would never come back again. 

If you could not keep up with Pumpkin 


... what use were you to her? 
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But Not Always! 


At school we all wore 
plain blue uniforms ... 
every day, the same way — 


but not always! 


And underneath, 

they were supposed to be all white, 
but sometimes they were red, 

or pink, or blue, 

or yellow or black, 

or no color at all ... 

which was the best ... 

don’t you think? 

If you had to sit every day, 

The same way — 


but not always! 


14 


They Make a Rasp of it! 


You see, I have these dreams ... 
of being held down .... 

against my will ... 

and being tickled, here and there 
and everywhere ... 


But when I tell my 
boyfriends what I dream about 


they just don't understand. 


They make a rasp of it, 

and turn my dream 

into a nightmare. 

Boys don’t understand girls 


... they just don’t want to. 
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| Waited There at the Gates of Her Heart ... by William Webster 


Quietly and calmly, 

I waited there 

at the gates 

of her heart ... 

for a very long time. 
For how long? 

She did not care 

to notice. 

I watched as other men 
came and went, happily. 
As the nights grew cold, 
and the seasons grew long too — 
what else could I do? 
but stand and go 

sit quietly at another 


gate ... and wait. 
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He Knew the Pleasures of my Heart by Anon 


He knew the pleasures of my heart 
I watched him as he undressed, 
Taking in the measure of all his parts 


last admiring that of him that made me happiest 


During the day his was a master’s air ... 
his portent of stoicism and stone 
But at night here without a care, 


he well knew we were all alone 
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So I lay back and let myself be loved 
by him, buried within my softness, as 1f 
With every caress and kisses he pushed 


me closer towards myself and into my abyss. 


He lapped my loins and my thighs ... 

he ate me up like a ripe sweet pome. 
With every one of his kisses, I sighed 

and resigned myself to his hungry lips. 
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Then Pd tell him to slow and pause ... 
to stop being such an eager boy! 
My belly, my breasts, my lips call 


to share the measure of my joy. 
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Poems by Patrick Bruskiewich 


Love is Like a Tender Flower 


Love is like a tender flower 
that sits quietly as it 


awaits the morning sun. 


It is something majestic 
like a tower that beckons 
us to climb up to heaven 
to leave behind our 
mortal sins, and think 


of angels and godly things. 


It is a flower, soft and pink 
Sometimes fragrant, 
sometimes sullen — 


but always waiting for warmth. 


Love are words, spoke soft 
To someone dear that 
Echo deep within their 
Soul, and speak of 


Timeless truths ... 


About happiness and longing, 


20 


about beauty and the sublime ... 


about strawberries and champagne. 


It is dark chocolate smothered 
In vanilla, covered in 
Crushed hazelnuts and 


Cinnamon pixie dust. 


And when the flowers are warm to touch 


... true love has arrived. 
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Her Heavy Metal Casket 


I met her only once. It was real heavy 
metal music ... and the party 


it was loud, crowded, dark. 


I was half-stoned, my angel 

was too ... tall ... peroxide, she 

had sparkling green eyes. Couldn’t be 
more that eighteen at that. Crazy 

with lust and life. It was knarly 

her narcissism. She hardly 

wore anything. Psychodel ... 

is us ... it was! ... but she popped pills, 


blue ones, green ones, red ones too! 


... And she pouted at me for not joining her. 


but I was high enough with life. 


I grabbed her breast, and made my move, 

but she pushed me away ... she was too high for love! 
What could I do but keep my feet on the earth. 

The loudness wore me out, so did her mad mirth 

until in the early hours of the morn 

she came crashing down ... her ... 

and her bag of blues, and greens and reds ... 


I held her close... but gone was her warmth and sparkle. 
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I did see her breasts ... while they tried to resuscitate her. 


beautiful they were ... 


... now only touched by the mortician 


as he laid her into her heavy metal casket. 
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The End of My Innocence 


Everything seems so crisp and clear 

as I sit and watch the sea grass sway 

in the afternoon breeze. Above I hear 

the passage of birds made of steel — away 

they fly! The beach sand glistens in the sun — 

1t sparkles in fact, bringing clarity to my 

thoughts. Every grain represents an idea, some 

bright and better than other thoughts ... by 

now I should be able to decide, bottom or top? 

— submit to the light or let it dominate you. 

The wind will whistle — the other shoe will drop, 

the matter will seem less clear — what to do? 

Does free will exist, or are matters preordained? Then 
the grass begins to sway a new, and here I am 

in the here and now. The tingle returns, it throbs, can 
I say no to her? She sits pretty. Min is the end 

of my innocence. The tree above me is covered in moss. 
The clouds drift by as if to mock is their reason ... 

a ship passes leaving the port behind ... loss 

is not what I fear. It is the unknown. It’s the treason 


to my long held view, that I am a truly free man. 
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A Floating City in the Sky 


The happy Empress Min, 
she watches the setting sun, 
her hair blowing in the wind. 


The fall of dusk had begun. 


The western sky is pink, 
and purple, and orange too, 
as the sun begins to sink 


behind the mountain tops. Soon 


her sky will fill with stars, 
but not before the clouds 
float above her earth, bars 


of pillowed softness, proud 


reminders that this place is 
set beneath the heavens, far 
from the twinkling stars, this 


oasis of earthly paradise. 


A majestic cloud billows there, 
a floating city in the sky. 
She imagines then without a care, 


that in her dreams, bye the bye ... 
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She soon will too be sitting 
way up there looking down 
from her floating city 


at us set fast on the ground. 


We will be looking up at her 
and see her beautiful breasts, 
the nape of her lovely neck, soft fur 


sa source de vie, and all the rest. 


And say of her that no 
Empress is better bound 
to heaven then Min, who 


in her softness is found 


the feminine, the silk folds, 
the pink petals, the ecstasy 
of love and of life ... behold 
all that draws her beauty. 


Then the sun sets, the sky 
darkens, the stars appear, she 
smiles. She knows why 


it is that she is so happy ... 


Walking Primates 


Oh, time marches on 
I know we live but few years, 


and fewer still young. 


At length we all find 
a way through our complex lives, 


simple thoughts to live by. 


We believe we grow up, 
the silly philosophies we 


choose keep us childlike, 


we’re just too smug 
to see our self for what we 


are — walking primates, 


We should have stayed 
up in the trees where we belong. 


swinging happily! 


Monkey see, monkey 
do — small wonder we still like 


Bananas ... hah! 
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It Came And Silently Crept 


While we quietly slept, 

it came and silently crept 
upon us. We did not hear 
its arrival — its fall. I fear 
my day has come to a stop, 


and so back into bed I flop. 


Were I a child, free to play 

then I could enjoy this day, 

throw snowballs, and snowmen make 
or if a girl — snow angels. But I take 
the bus to work — if it can 


trudge up the hill ... damn. 


Maybe I should call and say 

with the snow and all, there is no way 
for me to get down there, 

and stay in bed, without a care 


here on this white mountain top. 


And hope the snow ... 


1t does not stop! 
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She Was Happy to Wait Awhile, Yet 


She stood there, a blank canvas 
In her simple blouse and black jeans 
at the precipice of it all. She was unaware. 


She had no care. Everything was simple. 


But as I admired her 

I could see the beauty of her 

not so well hidden away 

and soon to be seen. It was like 
standing before a basket of 

ripening fruit, of pears, figs and apricots 
knowing that soon there will be a day 
when the fruit would be sweet and 


succulent — ready to be enjoyed. 


Oh ... would I be the one 

To draw, to paint, to sculpt her 
To bite into that fruit and 
Savour the taste of it, its touch, 
Its feel and have its nectar 


Run down my chin. Were I... 


To kiss its softness and watch 
The blush of it all, and know 
That she too enjoyed the orchard 
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Of life, the basket and the fruit ... 


Its love and happiness ... 


She stood there, a blank canvas 
and smiled. She was happy 


to wait awhile, yet ... 
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Waiting to Live. 


I sit... 
Late at night ... 
On my balcony ... 


Looking up at the moon ... 


And the planets, and stars ... 


Waiting to die ... 


Tam... 

all alone ... 

just me ... 

in this empty universe 
And my broken heart ... 
skipping a beat ... 


or two — or three ... 


Then it stops ... 
for a sec ... 

and I wait ... 

to see ... 

if it... 

will — 

beat — 


again? 


I sit... 
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late at night ... 
all alone ... 
on my balcony ... 


waiting to live ... 


Saying to God ... 

if you want me ... 
then just take me ... 
this suspense ... 


1s killing me! 


But God ... 
does not ... 
want me ... 
not just ... 


yet! 


Then it stops again ... 


for a second longer ... 


perhaps it is not good 
to temper faith 


but I am still here! 


I hear the flutter ... 
of angel wings ... 
or perhaps it is ... 


just the wind ... 
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or maybe it is Gabriel 


standing watch over me? 
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I Need Something More in Life 


It is just that way — 
I have nothing to do today. 
So I stay in bed to remind 


myself how tired I am of life! 


The many people I know 
are not friends — they are 
just people I know. Soon 


I forget them, and their names too. 


Later I may drift into town 
and walk aimlessly around 
hoping that I am not invisible — 


but I am invisible, you see! 


Being kind to others means 
you get taken for granted. 
They expect to take from you, 


and take ,,, and tire you out. 


Maybe it is best I get a pet 
— a parakeet or a goldfish 
to talk to. A dog to walk, 


or a cat to pet that purrs ... 
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At least they will not run 

off — the first chance they get. 
Well maybe not a pussy, they 

like being stroked and spoiled. 


If I get a pet then I have 
to stay too close to home. 
I need something more in life. 


Is it just that way? 


When I go to town I 
become just one of them ... 
drifting aimlessly around. No 


one wants me as a pet or play thing! 


Just like me, alone and invisible 
Maybe I should stay in bed 
because I am tired of life, 


close my eyes to dream of something else! 
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And I Am There In Mind 


The paint brush touched the horizon 
with its aqua, its marine, its pinks and blues, 
as the sun sank behind the imagined 
end of the day. Night crept up 

into the sky in wisps of cloud and wind 
that drew us to the west and Venus 
beckoning our dreams of the night 

to come. Soon the light in the 

sky will be extinguished — the whirl 

of life wound down. Soon we will 

be alone in our thoughts, and 

what of it? Jupiter ... it peers down 

at us, then a million speckles 

of flickering night reminds us of 

our insignificance. The heavens laugh 
at us, mocks our own mortality. 

Each speck hosts a world at least, 

each world with molecules like our own. 
And somewhere in the sky someone is 
looking up at us and is thinking about 
their significance — the brushes that 
paint their skies, amidst their night 
with flickering reminders of what it 

is to be born, to grow, to live, 


to love, to procreate and to grow old. 
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Death is not thought about — 
only life, and words to express 
a moment, shared across the 


expanses of space and of time. 


Each speckle hosts a world 


and I am here in mind. 
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In a Mirror of Conscious Choice 


We are all faced 
with the infinite 
possibilities of 
perception — both 
outside and within. 
Of representing 
and interpreting the 
universe that 
surrounds us 

and that's inside 
us too — to paint 
our own reality — 
to reflect 
everything in a 
mirror of 


conscious choice 
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A Floating City in the Sky 


The happy Empress Min, 
she watches the setting sun, 
her hair blowing in the wind. 


The fall of dusk had begun. 


The western sky is pink, 
and purple, and orange too, 
as the sun begins to sink 


behind the mountain tops. Soon 


her sky will fill with stars, 
but not before the clouds 
float above her earth, bars 


of pillowed softness, proud 


reminders that this place is 
set beneath the heavens, far 
from the twinkling stars, this 


oasis of earthly paradise. 


A majestic cloud billows there, 
a floating city in the sky. 
She imagines then without a care, 


that in her dreams, bye the bye ... 
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She soon will too be sitting 
way up there looking down 
from her floating city 


at us set fast on the ground. 


We will be looking up at her 
and see her beautiful breasts, 
the nape of her lovely neck, soft fur 


sa source de vie, and all the rest. 


And say of her that no 
Empress is better bound 
to heaven then Min, who 


in her softness is found 


the feminine, the silk folds, 
the pink petals, the ecstasy 
of love and of life ... behold 
all that draws her beauty. 


Then the sun sets, the sky 
darkens, the stars appear, she 
smiles. She knows why 


it is that she is so happy ... 


It Came And Silently Crept 


While we quietly slept, 

it came and silently crept 
upon us. We did not hear 
its arrival — its fall. I fear 
my day has come to a stop, 


and so back into bed I flop. 


Were I a child, free to play 

then I could enjoy this day, 

throw snowballs, and snowmen make 
or if a girl — snow angels. But I take 
the bus to work — if it can 


trudge up the hill ... damn. 


Maybe I should call and say 

with the snow and all, there is no way 
for me to get down there, 

and stay in bed, without a care 


here on this white mountain top. 


And hope the snow ... 


it does not stop! 


Waiting to Live 


I sit... 


Late at night ... 
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On my balcony ... 

Looking up at the moon ... 
And the planets, and stars ... 
Waiting to die ... 


Tam... 

all alone ... 

just me ... 

in this empty universe 
And my broken heart ... 
skipping a beat ... 


or two — or three ... 


Then it stops ... 
for a sec ... 

and I wait ... 

to see ... 

if it... 

will — 

beat — 


again? 


I sit ... 

late at night ... 
all alone ... 

on my balcony ... 


waiting to live ... 
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Saying to God ... 

1f you want me ... 
then just take me ... 
this suspense ... 


1s killing me! 


But God ... 
does not ... 
want me ... 
not just ... 


yet! 


Then it stops again ... 
for a second longer ... 
perhaps it is not good 
to temper faith 


but I am still here! 


I hear the flutter ... 
of angel wings ... 
or perhaps it is ... 
just the wind ... 


or maybe it is Gabriel 


standing watch over me? 
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I Need Something More in Life 


It is just that way — 
I have nothing to do today. 
So I stay in bed to remind 


myself how tired I am of life! 


The many people I know 
are not friends — they are 
just people I know. Soon 


I forget them, and their names too. 


Later I may drift into town 
and walk aimlessly around 
hoping that I am not invisible — 


but I am invisible, you see! 


Being kind to others means 
you get taken for granted. 
They expect to take from you, 


and take ,,, and tire you out. 


Maybe it is best I get a pet 
— a parakeet or a goldfish 
to talk to. A dog to walk, 


or a cat to pet that purrs ... 
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At least they will not run 

off — the first chance they get. 
Well maybe not a pussy, they 

like being stroked and spoiled. 


If I get a pet then I have 
to stay too close to home. 
I need something more in life. 


Is it just that way? 


When I go to town I 
become just one of them ... 
drifting aimlessly around. No 


one wants me as a pet or play thing! 


Just like me, alone and invisible 
Maybe I should stay in bed 
because I am tired of life, 


close my eyes to dream of something else! 


And I Am There In Mind 


The paint brush touched the horizon 
with its aqua, its marine, its pinks and blues, 
as the sun sank behind the imagined 


end of the day. Night crept up 
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into the sky in wisps of cloud and wind 
that drew us to the west and Venus 
beckoning our dreams of the night 

to come. Soon the light in the 

sky will be extinguished — the whirl 
of life wound down. Soon we will 

be alone in our thoughts, and 

what of it? Jupiter ... it peers down 

at us, then a million speckles 

of flickering night reminds us of 

our insignificance. The heavens laugh 
at us, mocks our own mortality. 

Each speck hosts a world at least, 
each world with molecules like our own. 
And somewhere in the sky someone is 
looking up at us and is thinking about 
their significance — the brushes that 
paint their skies, amidst their night 
with flickering reminders of what it 

is to be born, to grow, to live, 

to love, to procreate and to grow old. 
Death is not thought about — 

only life, and words to express 

a moment, shared across the 


expanses of space and of time. 


Each speckle hosts a world 
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and I am here in mind. 


In a Mirror of Conscious Choice 


We are all faced 
with the infinite 
possibilities of 
perception — both 
outside and within. 
Of representing 
and interpreting the 
universe that 
surrounds us 

and that’s inside 
us too — to paint 
our own reality — 
to reflect 
everything in a 
mirror of 


conscious choice 


Eros in Prose 
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A Few Words from Oxford University by Wing Wing 


I have met a lot of brilliant and quirky people. 


Oxford is a strange dimension. 

It is a good size, 

mostly walkable 

and the weather has yet to get too grim. 

The streets glisten with the lively energy from students. 
Everyone is friendly ... 


Iam trying to meet other people as well. 


School is coming along, 
I think I am surviving at the moment, 
but I have a feeling 


it will pick up really soon and hit me hard. 
I am living with the philosophy though 


that everything will be alright 


as long as I try my best. 
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The Essence of this Place by William Webster 


[New York] Once this great city gets into your blood it is hard to escape the place. 
It is like a virus that invades every part of you. It doesn’t kill or maim mind you, 
this affliction, but it does change who you are forever. I imagine the same thing can 
be said of someone who calls London, Paris, Berlin, Moscow, Shanghai, Tokyo or 


Vancouver their home. My abode is the Great Apple — New York. 


For better or for worst, ‘til death does us part, I guess you can call me a New Yorker. 
Some are blessed with having been born one. Others are cursed by visiting and being 


unable to escape its fancies. I have been drawn inexorably into its intrigues. 


I moved here when I was just starting out in my professional career and despite many 
disappointments, some personal and some professional, here I still am, now counting 


my twenty fifth year ... here. 


Perhaps they (they being those who are born here and have become fixtures of the 
place) should give us expatriates of the outside world a special pin or something for 
having survived a quarter century of intrigue and coming to a point in our lives of 
being barely able to recognize what little of us remains of the lives of someone who 
has ‘come from somewhere else, (if I had a nickel for every time I have had to say 


this!) and not having been ‘born a ‘ew ‘orker! They cut the salami very thinly here. 


Or perhaps it is us ex pats who should remind the blue born just how much they owe 


to us for the many little changes we have brought to the Big Apple. 
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Up until a few weeks ago I had someone I could always turn to when I was overcome 
by the angst of this place. He would patiently sit me down over a good cup of coffee 
in his little downtown apartment and tell me, pretty much in his own words, about 
both the official and the unsanctioned history of New York and so help me put its 
many silly intrigues into perspective. My friend was a fixture of the place, having 
grown up and lived in the same little apartment, having gone to school here and 
worked here and well did everything in his life, without ever leaving his little 


neighborhood. 


He was a blue blood, a “ew ‘orker, in its truest sense. He had known Andy Warhol. 
He had known John Lennon, he knows the Big Donald, and were I to list all his Big 
Apple Friends that list would read like an encyclopedia of Who’s Who. 


I have no doubt of this for on his living room wall there was a cornucopia of signed 
photographs of his Big Apple Friends, right down to the man who opened and ran 
the famous Russian Tea House ... a landmark he lamented had gone the way of so 
much of New York, ‘forgotten ‘cept by old men and historians’ (one of his favorite 


expressions). 


When he sat me down and told me the tales of this place it wasn’t as if he was trying 
to get me to stay here, God forbid, his unsanctioned tales scared the bejeezes out of 
me! (that too was one of his favorite expressions). But they were always meant to 
bring the best out of the place, even at the worst of its times. It wasn’t as if, in his 
measures of things, the Big Apple was anywhere near like Los Diabolis, the name 
he had given for that metropolis on the West Coast that still goes by its golden name 
from the 1940’s. 
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When my friend passed away it wasn't because of his lifestyle as a ‘ew ‘orker ... he 
was built like a Minotaur. What slew him was something brought into his life during 
this time of the plague. The best I can figure it was his grocery delivery boy, a 
harlem kid, that pushed him into his grave. Despite being ill he stayed home and 
died in the same bed where his Polish Catholic mother had brought him into the 


world some 95 years back! 


It was a week after his funeral that I found out. He made sure I wasn’t told because 
he didn’t want ‘to scare the bejeezes out of me.” This was part of his indescribable 


kindness and politeness. Yes even the blue blood can be kind and polite. 


From beyond his death he asked me whether I could help put his legacy into order. 


I owed this to him as a friend ... and so I did. 


His pictures he had already arranged to donate to his favorite museum in the Big 
Apple. It took me many hours to box them up and send them on their way. The 
museum has told me they would digitize them and add them to their permanent 


collection. 


There was a note waiting for me on his old oak desk. He wrote that he wasn’t ready 
to die, but when he knew his end had come he wrote me a kind and polite little note 
apologizing for not being able to continue to ‘scare the bejeezes out of me,’ and left 
me his huge library of books and a request that I stand in his place to keep the oral 
history of the Big Apple alive. He had wanted to leave me his apartment but to pay 
for his long life he had taken a large mortgage on the place and so the place was 


pretty much owned by the banks and what was left over he had decided to leave for 
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the greater good. He would leave a financial legacy to his favorite Catholic 


Charities. 


He wrote ‘I hope you don’t mind ...’ I smiled thinking ‘why should I?” 


On the oral history side, I really don’t know if I can do this ... but there is no harm 
in trying. I will miss my friend, but I will always have his stories to remember him 
by. He suggested I begin with the story of one of his inspirations the stellar J. J. 
Astor, the millionaire who went down with the RMS Titanic in April 1912. His 


parents were friends to John Jacob Astor. 


In describing the Big Donald and the reasons why the rest of the world can’t even 
begin to understand that ‘ew ‘orker, my friend suggested I share with the world 
Chapter Four of one of his favorite books A Romance of the Future by John Jacob 
Astor. He once showed me an autographed copy of this 1894 book. He also 


suggested an excerpt from The Little Prince. 

Supposedly it was an oft chance conversation the two had had on the streets of the 
Big Apple in the 1970’s about JJ and Astor’s aspirations to one day become President 
that got the Big Donald first also thinking of the job ... supposedly in my friend’s 


own words ... 


“had J.J. not gone down on the Titanic the history of these here United States 


of America would have been very different ...” 


Well here goes! 
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CHAPTER IV. 
PROF. CORTLANDT'S HISTORICAL SKETCH OF THE WORLD IN A.D. 2000. 


PROF. CORTLANDT, preparing a history of the times at the beginning of the great 


terrestrial and astronomical change, wrote as follows: 


"This period A.D. 2000 is by far the most wonderful the world has as yet seen. The 


advance in scientific knowledge and attainment within the memory of the present 
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generation has been so stupendous that it completely overshadows all that has 
preceded. All times in history and all periods of the world have been remarkable for 
some distinctive or characteristic trait. The feature of the period of Louis XIV was 
the splendor of the court and the centralization of power in Paris. The year 1789 
marked the decline of the power of courts and the evolution of government by the 
people. So, by the spread of republican ideas and the great advance in science, 
education has become universal, for women as well as for men, and this is more than 


ever a mechanical age. 


"With increased knowledge we are constantly coming to realize how little we really 
know, and are also continually finding manifestations of forces that at first seem like 
exceptions to established laws. This is, of course, brought about by the modifying 
influence of some other natural law, though many of these we have not yet 


discovered. 


"Electricity in 1ts varied forms does all work, having superseded animal and manual 
labour in everything, and man has only to direct. The greatest ingenuity next to 
finding new uses for this almost omnipotent fluid has been displayed in inducing the 
forces of Nature, and even the sun, to produce it. Before describing the features of 
this perfection of civilization, let us review the steps by which society and the 


political world reached their present state. 


"At the close of the Franco-Prussian War, in 1871, Continental Europe entered upon 
the condition of an armed camp, which lasted for nearly half a century. The primary 
cause of this was the mutual dislike and jealousy of France and Germany, each of 
which strove to have a larger and better equipped national defence than the other. 


There were also many other causes, as the ambition of the Russian Czar, supported 
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by his country's vast though imperfectly developed resources and practically 
unlimited supply of men, one phase of which was the constant ferment in the Balkan 
Peninsula, arid another Russia's schemes for extension in Asia ; another was the 
general desire for colonies in Africa, in which one Continental power pretty 
effectually blocked another, and the latent distrust inside the Triple Alliance. 


England, meanwhile, preserved a wise and profitable neutrality. 


"These tremendous sacrifices for armaments, both on land and water, had far- 
reaching results, and, as we see it now, were clouds with silver linings. The demand 
for hardened steel projectiles, nickel-steel plates. and light and almost unbreakable 
machinery, Was a great incentive to improvement in metallurgy; while the necessity 
for compact and safely carried ammunition greatly stimulated chemical research, 
and led to the discovery of explosives whose powers no obstacle can resist, and 


incidentally to other more useful things. 


"Further mechanical and scientific progress, however, such as flying machines 
provided with these high explosives, and asphyxiating bombs containing 
compressed gas that could be fired from guns or dropped from the air, intervened. 
The former would have laid every city in the dust, and the latter might have almost 
exterminated the race. These discoveries providentially prevented hostilities, so that 
the ' Great War,' so long expected, never came, and the rival nations had their pains 


for nothing, or, rather, for others than themselves. 


"Let us now examine the political and ethnological results. Hundreds of thousands 
of the flower of Continental Europe were killed by overwork and short rations, and 
millions of desirable and often unfortunately for us undesirable people were driven 


to emigration, nearly all of whom came to English-speaking territory, greatly 
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increasing our productiveness and power. As we have seen, the jealousy of the 
Continental powers for one another effectually prevented their extending their 
influence or protectorates to other continents, which jealousy was considerably aided 
by the small but destructive wars that did take place. High taxes also made it more 
difficult for the moneyed men to invest in colonizing or development companies, 
which are so often the forerunners of absorption; while the United States, with her 
coal of which the Mediterranean states have scarcely any other resources, and low 
taxes, which, though necessary, can be nothing but an evil, has been able to expand 


naturally as no other nation ever has before. 


"This has given the English-speakers, especially the United States, a free hand, 
rendering enforcement of the Monroe doctrine easy, and started English a long way 
towards becoming the universal language, while all formerly unoccupied land is now 


owned by those speaking it. 


"At the close of our civil war, in 1865, we had but 3,000,000 square miles, and a 
population of 34,000,000. The country staggered beneath a colossal debt of over 
$4,000,000,000, had an expensive but essentially perishable navy, and there was an 
ominous feeling between the sections. The purchase of Alaska in 1867, by which we 
added over half a million square miles to our territory, marked the resumption of the 
forward march of the United States. Twenty-five years later, at the presidential 
campaign of 1892, the debt had been reduced to $900,000,000, deducting the sinking 
fund, and the charge for pensions had about reached its maximum and soon began 
to decrease, though no one objected to any amount of reward for -bonafide soldiers 
who had helped to save the country. The country's wealth had also enormously 


increased, while the population had grown to 65,000,000. Our ancestors had, 
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completed or in building, a navy of which no nation need be ashamed ; and, though 


occasionally marred by hard times, there was general prosperity. 


"Gradually the different States of Canada or provinces, as they were then called came 
to realize that their future would be far grander and more glorious in union with the 
United States than separated from it; and also that their sympathy was far stronger 
for their nearest neighbours than for any one else. One by one these Northern States 
made known their desire for consolidation with the Union, retaining complete 
control of their local affairs, as have the older States. They were gladly welcomed 
by our Government and people, and possible rivals became the best of friends. 
Preceding and also following this, the States of Mexico, Central America, and parts 
of South America, tiring of the incessant revolutions and difficulties among 
themselves, which had pretty constantly looked upon us as a big brother on account 
of our maintenance of the Monroe doctrine, began to agitate for annexation, knowing 


they would retain control of their local affairs. 


In this they were vigorously supported by the American residents and property- 
holders, who knew that their possessions would double in value the day the United 
States Constitution was signed. "Thus, in the first place, by the encouragement of 
our people, and latterly, apparently, by its own volition, the Union has increased 
enormously in power, till it now embraces 10,000,000 square miles, and has a free 
and enlightened population of 300,000,000. Though the Union established by 
Washington and his contemporaries has attained such tremendous proportions, its 
growth is by no means flushed; and as a result of modern improvements, it is less of 
a journey now to go from Alaska to the Orinoco than it was for the Father of his 
Country to travel from New York or Philadelphia to the site of the city named in his 


honour. 
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"Adequate and really rapid transportation facile ties have done much to bind the 
different parts of the country together, and to rub off the edges of local prejudice. 
Though we always favour peace, no nation would think of opposing the expressed 
wishes of the United States, and our moral power for good is tremendous. The name 
Japhet means enlargement, and the prophecy seems about to be literally fulfilled by 
these his descendants. The bankrupt suffering of so many European Continental 
powers had also other results. It enabled the socialists who have never been able to 
see beyond themselves to force their governments into selling their colonies in the 
Eastern hemisphere to England, and their islands in the Western to us, in order to 
realize upon them. With the addition of Canada to the United States and its loss to 
the British Empire, the land possessions of the two powers became about equal, our 
Union being a trifle the larger. All danger of war being removed by the Canadian 
change, a healthful and friendly competition took its place, the nations competing in 
their growth on different hemispheres. England easily added large areas in Asia and 
Africa, while the United States grew as we have seen. The race is still, in a sense, 
neck-and-neck, and the English-speakers together possess nearly half the globe. The 
world's recent rate of progress would have been impossible without this 
approximation to a universal language. The causes that checkmated the Continental 
powers have ceased to exist. Many millions of men whose principal thought had 
been to destroy other members of the race became producers, but it was then too 


late, for the heavy armaments had done their work. 


"Let us now glance at the times as they are, and see how the business of life is 
transacted. Manhattan Island has something over 2,500,000 inhabitants, and is 
surrounded by a belt of population, several miles wide, of 12,000,000 more, of which 


it is the focus, so that the entire city contains more than 14,500,000 souls. The several 
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hundred square miles of land and water forming greater New York are perfectly 
united by numerous bridges, tunnels, and electric ferries, while the city's great 
natural advantages have been enhanced and beautified by every ingenious device. 
No main avenue in the newer sections is less than two hundred feet wide, containing 
shade and fruit trees, a bridle-path, broad sidewalks, and open spaces for carriages 
and bicycles. Several fine diagonal streets and breathing-squares have also been 
provided in the older sections, and the existing parks have been supplemented by 


intermediate ones, all being connected by parkways to form continuous chains. 


"The hollow masts of our ships to glance at another phase en passant carry windmills 
instead of sails, through which the wind performs the work of storing a great part of 
the energy required to run them at sea, while they are discharging or loading cargo 
in port; and it can, of course, work to better advantage while they are stationary than 
when they are running before it. These turbines are made entirely of light metal, and 
fold when not in use, so that only the frames are visible. Sometimes these also fold 
and are housed, or wholly disappear within the mast. Steam-boilers are also placed 
at the foci of huge concave mirrors, often a hundred feet in diameter, the required 
heat being supplied by the sun, without smoke, instead of by bulky and dirty coal. 
This discovery gave commercial value to Sahara and other tropical deserts, which 
are now desirable for mill-sites and for generating power, on account of the 
directness with which they receive the sun's rays and their freedom from clouds. 
Mile after mile Africa has been won for the uses of civilization, till great stretches 
that were considered impassible are as productive as gardens. Our condensers, which 
compress, cool, and rarefy air, enabling travelers to obtain water and even ice from 
the atmosphere, are great aids in desert exploration, removing absolutely the 
principal distress of the ancient caravan. The erstwhile 'Dark Continent' has a larger 


white population now than North America had a hundred years ago, and has this 
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advantage for the future, that it contains 11,600,000 square miles, while North 
America has less than 9,000,000. Every part of the globe will soon sustain about as 
large and prosperous a population as the amount of energy it receives from the sun 
and other sources will warrant ; public debts and the efficiency of the governments 


being the variable elements. 


"The rabbits in Australia, and the far more objectionable poisonous snakes in South 
America and India, have been exterminated by the capture of a few dozen of the 
creatures in the infested districts, their inoculation with the virus similar to the murus 
tiphi, tuberculosis, or any other contagious-germ complaint to which the species 
treated was particularly susceptible, and the release of these individuals when the 
disease was seen to be taking hold. The rabbits and serpents released at once returned 
to their old haunts, carrying the plague far and wide. The unfortunate rabbits were 
greatly commiserated even by the medicos that wielded the death-dealing syringe ; 
but, fortunately for themselves, they died easily. The reptiles, perhaps on account of 
the wider distribution of the nerve centres, had more lingering but not painful deaths, 
often, while in articulo mortis, leaving the holes with which they seemed to connect 
their discomfort, and making a final struggle along the ground, only to die more 
quickly as a result of their exertions. We have applied this also to the potato-bug, 
locust, and other insect pests, no victim being too small for the ubiquitous, subtle 


germ, which, properly cultivated and utilized, has become one of man's best friends. 


"We have microbe tests that show us as unmistakably whether the germs of any 
particular disease like malaria, typhoid, or scarlet fever are present in the air, as 
litmus-paper shows alkalinity of a solution. We also inoculate as a preventive against 
these and almost all other germ diseases, with the game success that we vaccinate 


for smallpox. 
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"The medicinal properties of all articles of food are so well understood also, that 
most cures are brought about simply by dieting. This reminds me of the mistakes 
perpetrated on a friend of mine who called in Dr. Grave-Powders, one of the old- 
school physicians, to be treated for insomnia and dyspepsia. This old numskull 
restricted his diet, gave him huge doses of medicine, and decided most learnedly that 
he was daily growing worse. Concluding that he had but a short time to live, my 
friend threw away the nauseating medicines, ate whatever he had a natural desire 
for, and was soon as well as ever the obvious moral of which is, that we can get 
whatever treatment we need most beneficially from our food. Our physicians are 
most serious and thoughtful men. They never claim to be infallible, but. study 
scientifically to increase their knowledge and improve the methods of treatment. As 
a result of this, fresh air, regular exercise for both sexes, with better conditions, and 
the preservation of the lives of children that formerly died by thousands from 
preventable causes, the physique, especially of women, is wonderfully improved, 


and the average longevity is already over sixty. 


"Our social structure, to be brief, is based on science, or the conservation of energy, 
as the Greek philosophers predicted. It was known to them that a certain amount of 
power would produce only a certain amount of work that is, the weight of a clock in 
descending or a spring in uncoiling returns theoretically the amount of work 
expended in raising or coiling it, and in no possible way can it do more. In practice, 
on account of friction, etc., we know it does less. This law, being invariable, of 
course limits us, as it did Archimedes and Pythagoras; we have simply utilized 
sources of power that their clumsy workmen allowed to escape. Of the four principal 
sources food, fuel, wind, and tide including harnessed waterfalls, the last two do by 


far the most work. Much of the electrical energy in every thunderstorm is also 
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captured and condensed in our capacious storage batteries, as natural hygeia in the 
form of rain was and is still caught in our country cisterns. Every exposed place is 
crowned by a cluster of huge windmills that lift water to some pond or reservoir 
placed as high as possible. Every stiff breeze, therefore, raises millions of tons of 
water, which operate hydraulic turbines as required. Incidentally these storage 
reservoirs, by increasing the surface exposed to evaporation and the consequent 
rainfall, have a very beneficial effect on the dry regions in the interior of the 
continent, and in some cases have almost superseded irrigation. The windmill and 
dynamo thus utilize bleak mountain-tops that, till their discovery, seemed to be but 
indifferent successes in Dame Nature's domain. The electricity generated by these, 
in connection with that obtained by waterfalls, tidal dynamos, thunderstorms, 
chemical action, and slow-moving quadruple-expansion steam engines, provides the 
power required to run our electric ships and water-spiders, railways, and stationary 
and portable motors, for heating the cables laid along the bottom of our canals to 
prevent their freezing in winter, and for almost every conceivable purpose. 
Sometimes a man has a windmill on his roof for light and heat; then, the harder the 
wintry blasts may blow the brighter and warmer becomes the house, the current 
passing through a storage battery to make it more steady. The operation of our 
ordinary electric railways is very simple : the current is taken from an overhead, side, 
or underneath wire, directly through the air, without the intervention of a trolley, and 
the fast cars, for they are no longer run in trains, make five miles a minute. The entire 
weight of each car being used for its own traction, it can ascend very steep grades, 


and can attain high speed or stop very quickly. 


"Another form is the magnetic railway, on which the cars are wedge-shaped at both 
ends, and moved by huge magnets weighing four thousand tons each, placed fifty 


miles apart. On passing a magnet, the nature of the electricity charging a car is 
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automatically changed from positive to negative, or vice versa, to that of the magnet 
just passed, so that it repels while the next attracts. The successive magnets are 
charged oppositely, the sections being divided halfway between by insulators, the 
nature of the electricity in each section being governed by the charge in the magnet. 
To prevent one kind of electricity from uniting with and neutralizing that in the next 
section by passing through the car at the moment of transit, there is a " dead stretch" 
of fifty yards with rails not charged at all between the sections. This change in the 
nature of the electricity is repeated automatically every fifty miles, and obviates the 


necessity of revolving machinery, the rails aiding communication. 


"Magnetism being practically as instantaneous as gravitation, the only limitations to 
speed are the electrical pressure at the magnets, the resistance of the air, and the 
danger of the wheels bursting from centrifugal force. The first can seemingly be 
increased without limit; the atmospheric resistance is about to be reduced by running 
the cars hermetically sealed through a partial vacuum in a steel and 'toughened glass 
tube ; while the third has been removed indefinitely by the use of galvanized 
aluminum, which bears about the same relation to ordinary aluminum that steel does 
to iron, and which has twice the tensile strength and but one third the weight of steel. 
In some cases the rails are made turned in, so that it would be impossible for a car 
to leave the track without the road-bed's being totally demolished; but in most cases 
this 1s found to be unnecessary, for no through line has a curve on its vast stretches 
with a radius of less than half a mile. Rails, one hundred and sixty pounds to the 
yard, are set in grooved steel ties, which in turn are held by a concrete road-bed 
consisting of broken stone and cement, making spreading rails and loose ballast 
impossible. A large increase in capital was necessary for these improvements, the 
elimination of curves being the most laborious part, requiring bridges, cuttings, and 


embankments that dwarf the Pyramids and would have made the ancient Pharaohs 
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open their eyes ; but with the low rate of interest on bonds, the slight cost of power, 
and great increase in business, the venture was a success, and we are now in sight of 
further advances that will enable a traveler in a high latitude moving west to keep 


pace with the sun, and, should he wish it, to have unending day." 


Here is the second story my friend suggested I share with the world to try to 
explain the Big Donald: 


The Little Prince: Fourth Planet by Antoine de Saint Exupery 


The fourth planet belonged to a businessman. This man was so much occupied that 
he did not even raise his head at the little prince's arrival. "Good morning," the little 


prince said to him. "Your cigarette has gone out." 


"Three and two make five. Five and seven make twelve. Twelve and three make 
fifteen. Good morning. Fifteen and seven make twenty-two. Twenty—two and six 
make twenty—eight. I haven't time to light it again. Twenty-six and five make 
thirty-one. Phew! Then that makes  five-hundred-and—-one-million, 


six—hundred—twenty—two-thousand, seven—hundred-thirty—one." 


"Five hundred million what?" asked the little prince. "Eh? Are you still there? 
Five-hundred—-and-one million— I can't stop... I have so much to do! I am 
concerned with matters of consequence. I don't amuse myself with balderdash. Two 


and five make seven..." 
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"Five—-hundred—and—one million what?" repeated the little prince, who never in his 


life had let go of a question once he had asked it. 


The businessman raised his head. 


"During the fifty-four years that I have inhabited this planet, I have been disturbed 
only three times. The first time was twenty-two years ago, when some giddy goose 
fell from goodness knows where. He made the most frightful noise that resounded 
all over the place, and I made four mistakes in my addition. The second time, eleven 
years ago, I was disturbed by an attack of rheumatism. I don't get enough exercise. I 
have no time for loafing. The third time—— well, this is it! I was saying, then, five 


—hundred—and—one millions——" 


"Millions of what?" 


The businessman suddenly realized that there was no hope of being left in peace 


until he answered this question. 
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"Millions of those little objects," he said, "which one sometimes sees in the sky." 


"Flies?" 


"Oh, no. Little glittering objects." 


"Bees?" 


"Oh, no. Little golden objects that set lazy men to idle dreaming. As for me, I am 


concerned with matters of consequence. There is no time for idle dreaming in my 


life." 


"Ah! You mean the stars?" 


"Yes, that's it. The stars." 


"And what do you do with five-hundred millions of stars?" 


"Five-hundred—and—one million, six—hundred—twenty—two thousand, 


seven—hundred-thirty—one. I am concerned with matters of consequence: I am 


accurate." 


"And what do you do with these stars?" 


"What do I do with them?" 


"Yes." 
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"Nothing. I own them." 


"You own the stars?" 


"Yes." 


"But I have already seen a king who——" 


"Kings do not own, they reign over. It is a very different matter." 


"And what good does it do you to own the stars?" 


"It does me the good of making me rich." 


"And what good does it do you to be rich?" 


"It makes it possible for me to buy more stars, if any are ever discovered." 


"This man," the little prince said to himself, "reasons a little like my poor tippler..." 


Nevertheless, he still had some more questions. 


"How is it possible for one to own the stars?" 


"To whom do they belong?" the businessman retorted, peevishly. 
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"T don't know. To nobody." 

"Then they belong to me, because I was the first person to think of it." 

"Is that all that is necessary?" 

"Certainly. When you find a diamond that belongs to nobody, it is yours. When you 
discover an island that belongs to nobody, it is yours. When you get an idea before 
any one else, you take out a patent on it: it is yours. So with me: I own the stars, 
because nobody else before me ever thought of owning them." 


"Yes, that is true,” said the little prince. "And what do you do with them?" 


"I administer them," replied the businessman. "I count them and recount them. It is 


difficult. But Iam a man who is naturally interested in matters of consequence." 
The little prince was still not satisfied. 

"If I owned a silk scarf," he said, "I could put it around my neck and take it away 
with me. If I owned a flower, I could pluck that flower and take it away with me. 
But you cannot pluck the stars from heaven..." 


"No. But I can put them in the bank." 


"Whatever does that mean?" 


69 


"That means that I write the number of my stars on a little paper. And then I put this 


paper in a drawer and lock it with a key." 


"And that is all?" 


"That is enough," said the businessman. " 


It is entertaining," thought the little prince. "It is rather poetic. But it is of no great 


consequence." 


On matters of consequence, the little prince had ideas which were very different 


from those of the grown-ups. 


"I myself own a flower," he continued his conversation with the businessman, 
"which I water every day. I own three volcanoes, which I clean out every week (for 
I also clean out the one that is extinct; one never knows). It is of some use to my 
volcanoes, and it is of some use to my flower, that I own them. But you are of no 


use to the stars..." 


The businessman opened his mouth, but he found nothing to say in answer. 


And the little prince went away. "The grown-ups are certainly altogether 


extraordinary," he said simply, talking to himself as he continued on his journey. 
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My Mona Lisa by Patrick Bruskiewich 


Later that summer there was art school. As a young boy, the art school experience 
changed me. I was fortunate that I had pretty good hand eye coordination and good 
motor skills for a boy. Having perfected the folding of paper airplanes, I had the 


fold and cut thing down to an art. The arts and crafts things went well. 


That summer my mother decided to cultivate an artistic interest in me by sending me 
off for a week every day to the Art Gallery and an art day camp for children. It 
wasn’t play school — it was a real school, teaching real artistic ideas, an academy of 
sorts. We had easels, sketching pencils (the blue Staedtlers drawing pencils, none 
of those big thick red children pencils), charcoal and pastels. At the beginning of 
each session, and there were two each day, ten for the week, a real artist would talk 
about real art to a captive audience of students. I was the youngest in the class, the 
oldest being a girl of thirteen (the daughter of the instructor). There were only a 
dozen of us. Each day after our instruction, we would be given an assignment or 
project, pretty much as they normally teach art. I was introduced to still life this 
way. A table, a bowl full of fruit, a glass vase, light, shadow and perspective. 


Drawing came naturally to me — painting less so. 


The art of “Perspectiva” was taught us by a small and animate Italian artist who 
could not but capture our imagination about what lines and aesthetics lies hidden 
away inside a drawings. He showed us some examples starting with Masaccio’s 
beautiful painting, the Trinity of Christ on the cross. We had a reproduction of a 
Dali painting Christ on the Cross in our Living Room, with a far different perspective 
(it would take me some time before I could say I understood Dali’s reason for the 


perspective he chose). 
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This was also the day that I was introduced to the miracle of the Renaissance and the 
lives of artists like Michelangelo and Raphael that would later become very familiar 


(I already knew who Leonardo was). 


The vanishing point of a work of art has fascinated me ever since. I cannot look at a 
painting, or a drawing without perceiving its “Perspectiva”. Some years later at an 
interview for a teaching position at an art college I would be asked to explain 
Brunelleschi perspective experiment, and with batting an eye I recounted almost 


word for word the explanation first given me that summer at art school. 


That day I perfected the drawing of straight lines, which for a half-pint is rather hard. 
Well to be honest, I had a big help. The thirteen year old girl had her easel next to 
mine and she was amused by my hesitant nature before a blank paper or canvas. 
Hesitation is a common hindrance with the novice. After a few false starts on my 
part, she set her pencil down, took three steps sideways and while standing behind 


me reached for my drawing hand and took it firmly in hand. 


I knew to trust her (she was after all quite good at drawing) and she just guided my 
hand, HB pencil in tow, across the page. I watched with some detachment as the 
line appeared on the paper. I also noticed her long slim fingers and beautiful long 
nails. They had clear nail polish on them, which I had never seen before. It was 


magical while she held my hand and guided it. I felt warm and sublime. 


As her face was very nearly touching mine I notice her deep brown eyes and dark 


curly eyelashes. She smelled of roses or lavender or something like that. Then we 
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did the same thing from the top to the bottom of the easel size foolscap paper. She 


stepped back. “There that wasn't too hard was it.” 


Her intercession happened so quickly, and with such flair, that I was momentarily 
speechless. I may even have been blushing. I was half her age and less than half 


her size. When she came behind me her bosom touched the back of my head. 


“Now you try.” She handed me my pencil back. I was so nervous I fumbled and 
dropped my pencil, which rolled to her feet. Flustered I quickly lunged for it, lost 
my balance and fell forward, hitting my head on one of her knees. There I was now 
in a tangle at her feet. It seems I had tripped over the hem of my smock. What a 


klutz I thought. 


My eyes were tearing up. I rubbed the bump on my head and I fought back the urge 
to cry. She started to laugh as she helped me up. “Are you ok?” She seemed 
genuinely concerned, and rubbed her hand over the bump. “That must hurt.” I 
nodded. “I guess you are not use to wearing a dress”, she joked. I looked down at 
the smock. It went down almost to my feet. She was right! lit did look like a dress, 
and a poorly fitted one. 

Defiantly I said to her “it’s a smock not a dress. Boys don’t wear dresses. Girls do!” 


I untangled myself from it and took the silly thing off, throwing it to the floor. 
She just looked at me with a sympathetic smile. “That’s the spirit! I don’t like 


wearing smocks when I work either.” She was wearing jeans and a brightly colored 


blouse. “Dresses maybe, but not every day.” 
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At this point I dried my eyes and figured a change in tack was in order. I appreciate 
the help she gave me with the lines and all and thought it best to stay on friendly 
terms with her so that she could help me master some of the other techniques we 


were expected to learn. I extended my nervous hand “I am Patrick.” 


She extended her hand and introduced herself. I think she noticed how warm my 
hand was, as I did her’s. She pointed at the art instructor. “He”s my father.” I 
looked up at her drawing. She had dispensed with the lines exercise and had begun 
a fair representation of the still life on the table in front of us. “That explains why 


you are so good at art.” 


My honest response delighted her. “You think I am good?” As I looked at her I 


realized she looked very much like one of Leonardo”s famous paintings. 


I mistook the context of her words and blurted out “I think you are pretty. You look 


like the Mona Lisa” 


She smiled and blushed at the same time. “Then call me Lisa ...” 


Then I realized she was in fact asking about her artwork, not herself. Oh well, 
nothing wrong with being nice. I would learn to try to be as nice to people as 


possible. If you tease someone you don’t like you just can’t run fast enough. 


I was now so embarrassed I wanted to shrink and hide behind my easel. It didn’t 
bother me that I might look foolish in front of her father. Adults always find children 
foolish, unless they themselves are children at heart. I knew he would understand, 


but to look foolish in front of my new found Aphrodite, well that was different. 
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My face must have been a bright crimson by this point. “You're sweet. How old are 
you?” “Six.” Next to her I felt small and insignificant. Hoping it would take the 


edge off my feeling I continued, “I start school in September. How old are you?” 


“I am going into grade seven ...” Mentally I did the math, six plus seven is thirteen. 


“I bet you're thirteen!” 


“It's not right to ask a girl her age ...” She winked at me. She actually did! “You're 
quick for you age.” I blushed through and through. 


“Will ... will you teach me some ... some more about lines and stuff?” I stutter 
when I am nervous. She nodded and the stepped forward and we drew more lines 
together. I was enjoying her closeness at so many levels. I looked at her and saw 
her in profile. I think she knew I was studying her, but she didn’t mind. I don’t 
know if it was my body heat or hers but we both felt a natural attraction to each 
other’s presence. The organic shapes in a pretty girl are magnificent. Her hips 
hadn’t developed yet but the plumpness of her backside had. And then there was 


that sublime v that is the decisive difference between girl and boy. 


I was both nervous and distracted. She knew this and constantly brought me back 
on task. By the end of that first session I understood the rudiments of measuring and 
judging proportions. Over the next few classes my ‘Mona Lisa” went on to help me 
to appreciate the vanishing point, horizons lines, the aesthetics of ascending and 
descending lines and most importantly action lines ... Anyone who has drawn can 


appreciate the importance of action lines. | For emphasis, the following day she 
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brought some of her European comics and showed me the action lines in some of 


the drawings. This was the first time I saw Tin Tin or Asterix and Obelix. 


Every session she helped me to better understand and apply the artistic techniques 
being taught us. She helped me understand some of the many things you can do with 
a simple HB pencil: the texture of lines, their weight, how the shape of the lead 
determines the character of the line. I still prefer a good HB pencil, over any other. 
In the end I learned more art from her than from the instructors of the remaining art 


sessions. 


You are probably wondering — did we draw figurative drawings that summer? She 
told me that earlier in the summer she had visited her family in Florence with her 
father and had seen Michelangelo’s famous stature David. The evening following 
our action line session when she got home she secretly tried to draw David but could 


not get the relative sizes of things right. 


The next day she whispered in my ear and then showed me her drawings. I thought 
they were pretty good. During the long break that day she took me by my hand and 
secreted me out of our studio and away to an empty studio down the hall. When the 
door was closed she leaned on the door, crooked her knee and looked down and then 


asked me a loaded question. “Can I draw you?” 


“Sure ...” I responded, not really realizing what she was asking. I thought she just 


wanted me to sit so that she could draw my portrait or something like that. 
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She looked up with a start. “Really ...” Her eyes sparkled. She locked the door 
behind her and then grabbed my hand and rushed me to the pedestal at the centre of 


the room. 


It was then that I realized what she was really asking. I was caught in a dilemma. I 
had just said yes, and couldn’t very well chicken out. Besides, I liked her and she 
liked me. But to pose there before her ... a girl ... without clothes seemed a little 
risqué. She sensed my hesitation. “Please ...” I looked at her and realized how 
earnest she was and how special this moment was for her. She had a timid but 
reassuring smile on her face and so I obliged, but not before I had turned my back to 


her. 


While I was taking my things off she pulled a chair close to the pedestal. I left my 
clothes at my feet in an awkward bundle which I all but tripped on while I started 
my climb up the pedestal. Once again I fell flat on my face and once again she was 
there to lift me up. She held out her hands to me and I took them and well, it was 


one of the most wonderful moments as she guided me back to my feet. 


I had nothing to hide from her. She looked at me with artistic curiosity. It was a 
first time for both of us. Right in front of her was the best of me which had come 
quite alive. “My goodness ...” she giggled and I jiggled which made me quite self- 
conscious. I wanted to cover myself modestly but she wouldn’t let go of my hands. 


I tugged at my hands but she held tight. 


“You are beautiful,” she said. I stopped tugging. I doubt there was much to see at 


my age, but obvious to her there was. 
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“No one has ever called me beautiful ...” She wanted to let go of my hands but I 


held her hands tightly. I hesitated and then asked “... can I draw you sometime?” 


She looked up at my face and deep into my eyes, and flushed. She hesitated then 


her head started to move. Slowly at first then she nodded! “It only seems fair ...” 


She let my hands go free and she stepped back and without looking down from me 
she picked up her sketch pad and pencil and began to draw. She did not sit down in 
her chair but walked around as she drew me. I was nervous and looked up. There 
in front of me above the door was a clock. The break was already five minutes gone 
and we had only ten more minutes, then we had to scurry back. As she sketched me 
I did not look down but heard the sound of her pencil making some short and some 
long runs across the pages. Every minute or so I could hear you turn the page in her 


sketch book. 


As she worked away something rather remarkable happened to me. My body 
flooded with an indescribable sensation (endorphins perhaps). This feeling would 
be imprinted in me in a sort of Pavlovian way. This indescribable sensation would 
happen over and over again as I would sit for portraits and drawings for my artist 


friends in years to come. 


It is said that as you look at a boiling kettle it takes longer to boil. As I looked at the 
clock the minute hand began to slow and slow and slow and almost stop. I felt 
delicious. She said nothing. She just drew and moved, and drew and moved, and 
drew some more until she was once again in front of me. I looked down at her, deep 


into her art. I could see her drawings which were quite good. It was at that precise 
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moment that I knew that I had done the right thing to let her draw me. She saw me 


as un objet d'art. She looked up at me and smiled and I smiled back. 


We both knew that it was time for me to get dressed and for the two of us to go back 
to the other drawing session. I began to step off the pedestal, and she offered me her 


hand to steady me. Her hand was very hot. Or perhaps it was mine. 


Even as I was stepping down from the pedestal she leaned forward and kissed me on 
the cheek. “You are so beautiful ... thank you.” I dressed quickly and we went back 


to class and acted as if nothing of consequence had happened. 


The following day and for the rest of the week she came attired in nice and colorful 
summer dresses, with the tresses of her hair freed from the elastic that she had been 
wearing. She was, literally, someone to look up to. Time passed too quickly after 
that. That day we two went into our private studio and she stood on the pedestal. 
That day she had worn a loosely fitting cloth dress and as it happened, nothing else 


underneath. 


She had stepped up on the pedestal and just lifted the dress over her head. Time 
stood still for me as the hem of the dress lifted itself into heaven. And heaven it was. 
First her knees, untouched by even a scrape, then her thighs which were the colour 
of peaches, then the first peek at the magnificence of her, an inverted afforest of soft 
curly hair, then a belly button that could drive a boy crazy (given the hidden mystery 
of her) and then two soft breasts with pink carnations that were very much prized, 
and then two shoulders outlined by a sun tan. Then there was her beaming face. It 
was the first time I had seen the real magnificence of the female form, not just that 


of a girl my age. How beautiful she was. 
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She looked down at me but did not wonder why my pencil did not move. She knew. 
My hand was paralyzed with apprehension. She leaned forward to give me her dress. 


I lifted my hand to take it and she drew me closer and whispered. 


“You don’t have to draw if you don’t want to ...” 


“I don’t know if I can ...” I took her dress from her. 


“That’s ok.” She leaned forward and kissed me. To keep her balance she had to 
place one leg in front of the other and in the briefest of moments there for me to see 
was the best of her to intrigue this virgin mind. Between her thighs was 
undiscovered country hidden within the afforest of her. She was ... well ... she was 


Aphrodite at her finest. 


I blushed and turned away to set her dress on the back of a chair and when I turned 
back she was sitting there in front of me with her knees drawn together. She was 
being a coquette. So I sat and tried to draw her. But I just couldn’t get the lines to 
work. I think she understood. Every so often she would move to a new pose. And 
with each pose her courage grew until perhaps five minutes into our ‘drawing 
session’ her knees were no longer drawn together and the path through her afforest 


had been cleaved. 


By now her hands and feet, legs and arms lost meaning to me. There just seemed to 
be two realities, her beautiful face and the fact she was a girl. She looked so happy, 
beaming almost. Her coquetry was having its effect on me. When I finally drew up 


the courage to look at the best of her all I could think about was ‘is that where babies 
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come from?” I must have had a quizzical look on my face when I admired the best 


of her for she asked me what I was thinking. 


I trusted her and so I told her. And so she giggled, look down at herself and then 


up at me before answering. “Yes it is ...” 


My eyes drew themselves from down below across her thighs and stomach and 
towards her face. She was looking at me as I was looking at her. I was taking her 
all in. She looked into my eyes and we were transfixed for a good minute. Neither 
of us moved. I do not think either of us even breathed. Ten minutes was an awfully 
short period of time to draw such beauty. 


" 


"You are so wonderful ...," there was music to her words. She wasn't speaking the 
words as singing them. I could tell by her voice that she was shivering, but I 
doubted it was because she was cold. When my eyes looked deep into hers she 


suddenly got very nervous and looked past me at the clock. “We need to go back.” 


I turned and look at the clock. She was right. My shoulders dropped in 


disappointment. Behind me she said, “bring me my dress.” 


I carefully lifter her dress off the back of the chair and turned back to offer 1t to her. 
She was standing there before me, much more beautiful than a renaissance sculpture. 
She was blushing, not just her face mind you, but her shoulders and her torso. Even 
today, as I remember that remarkable moment, I feel the sadness of having to give 


her back her dress. 
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I offered her my hand and she stepped down from the pedestal. She hesitated a 
moment, just standing there facing me, before putting her dress back on. I could feel 
her warmth. I looked deep into her eyes as she did mine. Her eyes were alive and 
delicious. Then she gave me a big hug and I hugged her back and we stood like that 


for a good five seconds. The softness of her was beyond words. 


If T had wanted to I could have moved my hands down the small of her back and 
well, we might still be embracing but it was time to go, but instead I turned my back 
as she put on her dress. When she was ready to leave she took my hand. When we 
got to the door she drew the bolt and realized we hadn’t locked it when we came. 


She looked up at me with surprise. “Boy, were we lucky!" 


And so we both returned to the normal drawing session. The rest of that afternoon 
went far too quickly and frankly I can't remember what was taught us for the last 


hours. But then again, did that really matter. 


The last day was about portraits and so I let her draw my portrait. She was wearing 
a bright yellow dress. The sun was streaming in from a window overhead, flooding 
the room with natural lighting. She and her dress merged into one in the bright light. 
The more and more she drew, the more wonderful I felt. Perhaps this was love and 


affection. 


That day she drew a nice portrait of me and underneath on a smaller piece of paper 
she drew a cherub, floating above an angel. The angel was made in her likeness, the 
cherub in mine. My bow and arrow was pointed at her and she was peering up at 


me. 
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There was just one thing left. A surprise actually! At the end of the class I found 
myself in front of a reporter and cameraman, being asked my opinion of art and the 
art school. I put on my best serious face and answer the questions carefully. I ended 
up in a feature picture and article in the Saturday edition of the newspaper. I don’t 


know why I was chosen. 


Maybe it was my tender age, or maybe it was the artistic lines that she helped me to 
draw. Maybe it was that because in my smock and beret, outlined by a real life easel 
I was told I looked like a miniature Henri Matisse. They insisted I wear the smock! 


Who was I to argue! 


Sadly the summer art class was now over and we were sent on our way with our 
portfolios tucked safely under our arms. It was somewhat amazing how much we 
had done in the five days. I am saddened that those precious pieces of work would, 
with time, go missing. Today I would give a month’s salary for a chance to once 


again see these masterpieces. I never saw my Mona Lisa ever again. 


My experience with the art school Mona Lisa left me with a passion for art. As I 
have already mentioned, my artistic passion has left me with a unique perspective to 
love and to life — I would rather draw a beautiful woman than share a bed with her. 
It is a sort of Aphroditean Curse. This has meant my life has had more meaningful 


art than meaningful love. 


83 


Falling in Love with a Beast by Emily Mathews 


[Vancouver] Why does Beauty fall in love with the Beast? Why does the well bred, 
well mannered lady fall in love with the mysterious and social outcast? He is the 
object of fear within the community and yet Beauty still falls in love with his beastly 
form. This inexplicable idea has taken allegorical form, evolved into myth, and has 


become a common motif that we see in modern fairy tales and storytelling today. 


The evolution of the Beauty and the Beast motif results in a development of the 
original archetypical characters. In C. S. Lewis’s novel Till We Have Faces he 
develops the concept that in myth human sympathy is at a minimum. All the 
characters are like shapes moving in another world. Meyer,in his discussion of Till 
We Have Faces, argues that even though Lewis titles the novel as a retelling of the 
myth, it is in fact not. Lewis’ own characterization of myth works against it “since 
the psychology of the characters is a major interest.” (Meyer 184). Likewise, in 
modern retellings of Beauty and the Beast, the mythic tale has changed to adopt to 
the fairy tale genre. It is no longer myth but a fairy tale. Despite the fundamental 
differences however, the fairy tale could not exist without the original mythic 


elements. 


The Development of the Myth: The Tale of Cupid and Psyche 


The predominant, earliest written example of the Beauty and the Beast tale is 
Apuleius’ allegorical Metamorphoses (Accardo 53). The tale is of a beautiful mortal 
girl, whose beauty is so exulted that the goddess Venus becomes jealous. As 
punishment Psyche is sent to marry a monstrous beast “[not] sprung from a bloodline 


is humans — Only a fell, snake-like beast, wild, sadistic, and cruel.” (trans. Relihan 
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10). Psyche bravely faces her fate but upon seeing her beauty Cupid (who was to 
escort her to her doom) defies her mother’s wishes and decides to take and marry 


her herself. 


Cupid and Psyche by Hugh Douglas Hamilton (1792 


By day Psyche is served by invisible servants and by night her husband, who remains 
faceless and nameless, enters her bed chambers. One day, after begging to see her 
sisters, they jealously convince Psyche to look upon the face of her husband, despite 
his admonitions not to. Psyche does so and as she is looking upon the face his 
inhumanly handsome face, oil from her lamp splashes onto his shoulder and wakes 
him. Cupid leaves Psyche and in despair she attempts to drown herself in a river, 
but the river will not allow her. Venus finds out about Psyche and attempts to kill 


her by setting three impossible tasks. If she succeeds then she will be with Cupid 
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again. With help she is successful in all except the final task. Upon returning from 
the underworld with Persephone’s beauty in a box, Psyche’s curiosity gets the better 
of her and she opens it despite specific instructions not to. She falls unconscious 
and it is only through Cupid’s pleas to Juno (Zeus) that Psyche is brought back to 


life and is made immortal (sum. Relihan). 


It has been suggested by Captain Sir Richard Francis Burton that Apuleius got his 
ideas from early Hindu stories, however there is little to no evidence of that (Accardo 
53). However, if this was true it would support the idea that certain basic archetypes 
appear repeatedly within certain motifs. These characters encompass basic 
archetypes that are the basis for later fairy tale characters. In the following passage 


Pasquale Accardo suggests that: 


“What is just as often ignored is the extent to which the themes that recur 
throughout Apuleius’ novel prefigure almost all the major fairy-tale themes: 
the simpleton who succeeds, the youngest child who surpasses the older 
siblings, the evil witch/stepmother (Venus), the king elves, helpful animals, 
insects and birds, cannibalistic ogre (Cupid, the dragon/serpent), terrifying 
beasts, the clumsy, stupid giant (Lucius as an ass), tales that provide unending 
feasts, invisibility, captivating music, magical transformations, shrews that 
need to be tamed, seven-league boots (rapid travel), and enchanted swords 
and clubs to vanquish any opposing powers. The literary Apuleius might be 


considered the father of the entire fairy-tale genre.” (Accardo 48). 


Thus, Accardo argues that the basic characteristics of Cupid and Psyche transcends 
generations, appearing in ever popular tales such as Beauty and the Beast, East of 


the Sun and West of the Moon and King Kong. Psyche’s royal family can be applied 
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perfectly within the modern world, and isn't that the defining element of the 
archetype? You’ll never see the embodiment of an archetype, but you will see the 
recurring symbol of one. Jung used the terms “motifs” and “primordial images” to 


> 


stand for “archetypes,” saying that “the archetype is a tendency to form such a 
representations of a motif — representations that can vary a great deal in detail 
without losing their basic pattern. There are, for instance, many representations of 


the motif of the hostile brethren, but the motif remains the same.” (qtd. Snider 4,5). 


The role of the wicked stepmother that has become the staple in fairy tales makes 
her first appearance in Metamorphoses in the form of Venus. She enlists her son 
Cupid to destroy Psyche, her rival in beauty. Venus” antagonism towards Psyche 
incites Cupid’s clandestine marriage to Psyche, resulting in Venus” jealously of 
Psyche. His mother then turns him into an unseen presence that impels Psyche to 
believe that her husband is a monstrous beast. The idea is encouraged by her jealous 
sisters who envy Psyche’s God-husband and beautiful palace. These archetypal 
characters are manifested repeatedly until the wicked step-mother and sisters 


become the typical fairy tale antagonists. 


Looking at Stith Thompson’s book on studying folktales, he examines Wilhelm 
Grimm’s explorations into how these resemblances and identical plots can be 


explained within myth and fairy tales. 


“[Myth”s] significance has long been lost, but it is still felt and imparts values 
to the story, while satisfying the natural pleasure in the wonderful ... as gentler 
and more human manners develop themselves and the sensuous richness of 


fiction increases, the mythical element retires into the background and begins 
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to shroud itself in the mists of distance, which weaken the distinctness of the 


outlines but enhance the charms of the fiction.” (qtd. Thompson 370) 


This suggests that all folktales are broken down myths. Thompson later goes on to 
create a classification index that lists all the various ‘types’ of folktales and myths, 
thus allowing for “recognition of these resemblances ... [that] brings scholar[s] 
closer to an understanding of human culture.” (Thompson 6). The tale of Beauty 
and the Beast is a “type” of myth that recurs. It suggests that there is a common 


theme of taming “bestial” love of ‘savage’ love throughout many cultures. 


Beyond the Archetypes: Till We Have Faces 


C. S. Lewis’ novel Till We Have Faces does not aim to create a fairy tale. Rather in 
his novel we see Lewis fleshing out and developing the original myth from the point 
of view of Psyche’s sister. Lewis states that “nothing was further from my aim than 
to recapture the peculiar quality of the Metamorphoses — that strange compound of 
picaresque novel, horror, comic, mystagogue’s [sic] tract, pornography, and stylistic 
experiment.” (Lewis 313) Lewis’ narrative differs from myth in that the psychology 
of the characters plays a major role. For example, the royal family in Lewis’ version 
would fit perfectly in the modern day: “Redival, the rebellious, slightly slutty 
daughter; Psyche, the saintly one; Orual, the misfit; and Trom, the abusive father.” 
(Meyers 184). In addition, myths always deal with the fantastical. Lewis changes 


these unexplainable occurrences so that they inhabit dreams and visions. 
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Cupid Finding Psyche by Sir Edward- Burne Jones (1866) 
C. S. Lewis’ novel Till We Have Faces is the same myth but retold from the point of 
view of one of the sisters. What makes it different from Apuleius’ version is instead 
of a fairy tale-like setting, Till We Have Faces is specifically set in a country called 
Glome that are ruled by kings who have names and faces. This brings a sense of 
realism; the reader is under the illusion that the narrator is in real place and time 


bringing us into a literary world. 


The most important deviation from Apuleius’s version is that Lewis makes Psyche’s 
palace invisible to her sister’s eyes. Orual cannot see it because at first it “seems 
that Orual is too hard-headed, too much of a realist, too scientifically objective, to 
enter into Psyche”s fantasy.” Orual chooses what “data [she] will pay attention to, 
and which she will ignore.” (Myers 64) In the myth there is the assumption that 


fantastical things are everyday commonplace occurrences. Lewis’ character Orual 
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denies these magical reasoning and explanations. Her vehement refusal of Psyche’s 
offer to get her husband to enable Orual to see the invisible castle: “I don’t want it. 
I hate it. Hate it, hate it” is evidence of her closed mind (Lewis 124). This is quite 


unlike myths where magical explanations are accepted and are seen as rational. 


Apuleius reveals a myth that enlightens us with stories that bear no realism and are 
told from an omniscient point of view. This distances the audience from the 
characters. In contrast, Lewis tells us his tale from a first person narrative. From 
Apuleius’ omniscient point of view the reader is able to observe everything within 
the worlds of the Gods and the mortals. The reader is present in every scene and we 
are able to follow Psyche through her trials and tribulations. We are privy to 
thoughts and deeds, and the political, self-centered squabbling that the Gods take 
part in. In Till We Have Faces the reader is exposed to only a biased perspective, 
limited to only what Orual knows. The private lives of the Gods remain just that, 
private. We don’t get an insider look into the marriage of Psyche and Cupid, only 
glimpses. This allows us for a more realistic viewpoint and “certainly more modern, 
for twentieth-century authors play on our awareness that knowledge is partial and 
witnesses often unreliable.” (Myers 150) We are immersed in a world of empirical 
fact; everything that a myth encompasses (magic, gods, miracles) may exist but is 
not touched upon in Lewis’ novel. Instead, Lewis attempts to reconcile myth with 
“real things” which explains the tension between reason and imagination throughout 


the book. (Schakel 111) 


The Development of the Romantic Fairy Tale: Beauty and the Beast 


The type of comic romance to which ‘Psyche and Cupid’ belongs is a compilation 


of translated stories that are now know only through later retelling. “The connection 
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of old women's speech and the consolatory, erotic, often fanciful fable appears 
deeply intertwined in language itself, and with women's speaking roles, as the 
etymology of ‘fairy’ illuminates.” (Warner 14). Thus, the concept of the ‘fairy tale” 


emerges through recycled and evolving retellings. 


Beauty and the Beast has manifested from Apuleius’ version to encompass the 
woman’s voyage of inner discovery. “The demotion of the god who takes on human 
form and is imagined to be a beast, to a real beast who is an enchanted human being, 
has retained intact the successful form of the original story that has significantly 
diluted its deeper meaning” which is “[the] loving encounter between persons whose 
natures, whose level of being, are fundamentally different (Accardo 86). Simple put 
— Beauty is a human girl and the Beast is an animal, yet they learn to love one 
another. This manifestation of man to Beast can be seen in the emergence of 
Madame Leprince de Beaumont’s famous rendition of Beauty and the Beast written 


during the mid-eighteenth century.” (Warner 297) 


The fairy tale Beauty and the Beast deviates from both Apuleius’ myth and Lewis’ 
novel in that Psyche’s lover is not a beast. He is only concealed from her. She is 
actually wrong to fear him. In many ways “the inner structure of the Beauty and the 
Beast tale reverses the roles defined by the title — she has to learn the higher (human) 
wisdom of seeing past outward appearances, to grasp that monstrousness lies in the 
eye of the beholder, while the beast turns out to be irresistibly beautiful and the 
highest good.” (Warner 275) The myth of Cupid and Psyche has a deeper meaning 
lying under the simple story: “The name [Psyche] invites such a response, of course. 
Psyche is the Greek word for “soul”; the story from the first has been allegorized as 


the human soul’s quest for love.” (Schakel 5) The fairy tale Beauty and the Beast 
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on the other hand is not allegorical and instead focuses on the female audience of 


the time. 


“Romance — love in marriage — was an elusive ideal, which the writer of the contes 
sometimes set up in defiance of destiny ... The fairy tale of Beauty and the Beast 
assumed a female audience on the whole who fully expected to be given away by 
their fathers to men who might well strike them as monsters. The social revolution 
which has established both romantic and companionate marriage as the norm 
irreversibly altered the reception of such romances, and ironically transformed 
certain women’s examination of their matrimonial lot into materialistic propaganda 


for making a good marriage. (Warner 278) 
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Jean Cocteau’s Beauty and the Beast (1946) 
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Further, Cocteau”s film La Belle et la Bête (1946) concentrates on awakening Beauty 
to the goodness of the Beast; “she has to see his unsightliness to the gentle and loving 
human being trapped inside.” (La Belle et la Béte, Warner 295). The beast's 
anthropomorphic shape in the film, half man and half human, intensify the Beast's 
pitiful dilemma: his male desires deserve the reciprocating love a woman who would 


see past their eyes and listen to their heart. 


The film concentrates on “men’s anguish in the face of female indifference, on the 
tenderness of masculine desire and the cruelty of the female response, rather than 
women’s vulnerability to male violence.” (ibid, 296). The mysterious femininity of 
the enchanted castle serves as the counterpart to the Beast’s savage masculinity. 


Without its feminine counterpart, the Beast cannot survive, 


La Belle et la Béte (1946) 


Interestedly, at the end of the movie, when the Beast is turned back into a man his 
human face is the same as the former rejected, aspiring lover Avenant. “So La Belle 


et la Béte traces a promise to male lovers that they will not always be rejected, that 
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human lovers, however profligate, can be saved,” (ibid. 297). Mmme. Beaumont's 
telling of Beauty and the Beast (of which La Belle et la Bête is based) has inspired 
the idea of female love and sympathy saving the man from the beast inside of him. 
To this day it continues to inspire; however, I suggest that because historical context 


changes with time, so much must the tale change. 


Alternatively, Betsy Hearne states, “the conditions determining the fate of Psyche 
and Beauty are totally different: Beauty’s is a test of the perception of the heart and 
mind, while Psyche, repeatedly characterized as simple of mind, is tested to blind 
obedience ...” (Hearne 11). In Jessica Tiffin’s book Marvelous Geometry, she goes 
into length of the interchangeability and a lack thereof of myth and fairy tale. She 
touches on Max Liithi’s work and his formalist theory of ‘isolation’ in which fairy 
tale figures are separated from any background or context. “Their psychological 
processes are not illuminated: only their line of progress is in focus, only that which 
is relevant to the action,” says Lúthi (qtd. Tiffin 15). Ursula Le Guin furthers this 
idea in her discussion of Jungian archetype in fantasy. She argues that, “in fairy tale 
... there is no ‘right’ and “wrong,” there is a different standard, which is perhaps best 
called ‘appropriateness’ ... Under the conditions of fairy tale, in the language of 
archetypes, we can say with perfect conviction that it may be appropriate to [push 
an old lady into an oven].” She is suggesting why fairy tales (or we should say certain 


mythic motifs) survive over time and throughout a wide range of cultures. 


That said, at the same time fairy tales are difficult to read symbolically because it is 
not an allegory. It derives from the allegory. The motifs, rather than meaning 
something specific, have resonance with the reader. Ursula Le Guin puts this another 
way: “a symbol is not a sign of something known, but an indicator of something not 


known and not expressible other than symbolically. [Students] mistake symbol 
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(living meaning) with allegory (dead meanin)” (qtd. From Tiffin). There may be 
allegory inside the fairy tale, but as Gay Clifford puts it, “the allegorist wants to 
communicate certain generalized formulations about the nature of the human 


experience ... and shapes his narrative so as to reveal these.” (qtd. From Tiffin 16) 


In review, the tale of the Beauty and the Beast has had specific significance 
throughout the ages. In mythological form it is a tale of the soul”s quest for love. 
As we progress in time there is a search for deeper, psychological meaning within 
the myth. C. S. Lewis attempts this in his novel Till We Have Faces. In large part 
he succeeds as we get an insider’s look into the why and how of the original myth. 
However, we miss out the omniscient point of view that the original myth provides. 
Lastly, there are the fairy tales that derive from the myths and allegories. Fairy tales 
constantly adapt to the historical context around them. They take the bits and pieces 
from the original myth in order to make a familiar tale that will resonant with current 


audiences. 
An interesting study and/or observation would be to look at a pocketbook and 


modern romance (e.g. Harlequin Romances, Silhouette Romances, popular suspense 


novels, etc.). 


95 


| HARLEQUIN SUPERROMANCE” E 


BEAUTY & 
THE BEASTS 


Janice Kay Johnson 


ve 


Harlequin SuperRomance from 1990’s 


The bad boy who’s in touch with his ‘inner beast’ is a constant attraction to females 


who believe they can “tame” him. Could this be a modern rendition of Beauty and 


the Beast” 


It could be ... 
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Sunflowers by Rose Lang 


[Paris] I have an entendre with Aki from Tokyo. And Aki has an entendre with me. 
But I don’t think she will keep her bet with me. And she is not expecting me to keep 
my bet with her. 


We both met each other when we were in Vancouver at the same time. We met at a 
conversation group meeting at a café near Gas town on a Saturday afternoon. That 
is also where we both met Patrick, and that is how we both have ended up writing 


something for his magazines. 


When we heard from Patrick that he had started magazines for his friends to write 
for, Aki challenged me to write something and I challenged her. Aki has trouble 
translating from Japanese to English. That must be difficult for her. Itis a challenge 


for me to write in English. My natural tongue is French. But I try. 


We have both written something before. This is the second time we are writing 
something for one of Patrick’s magazines. This time Aki and I agree we should 


write something just for him. 


When we were visiting Vancouver Patrick was very kind to us, taking us around the 
city, showing us the sights. He did this for each of us separately. I was visiting 
alone. Aki was with her friends. When we got to know each other better Aki and I 


also did things together in Vancouver too. 


I like photography and Aki likes art. We are both artistic women who live unexciting 


lives. I have a boring life and so does Aki. We both want to travel to escape our 
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boring lives. It is true I live in Paris, but I need to live somewhere else for a few 
years ... Paris et ces Parisiennes me rendre fou! They are driving me absolutely 


crazy. My parents don’t understand me. 


Because of the corona virus I cannot travel. If I could I would pack my bags and 
return to Vancouver and live there for a few years. I like the beauty of the city and 
the clean air and water, and the mountains. I might miss French cuisine and the 


culture of Paris and France, but perhaps I could make due. 


There is another reason I want to return. I met someone in Vancouver who is very 
nice and who I like very much. I want to see him again. I want to tell him how my 
heart flutters like a butterfly when he is near me and he talks to me in his soft spoken 


French. He is very cultured and likes art. . 


Aki likes him too, I know that for certain. French women easily fall in love. Perhaps 
Japanese women do too. The man we both love is a very shy and sensitive man. 
He was once married and has been divorced. He has told me that his heart cannot 
take much more sadness and hardship in life. Yet he has also told us both how he 
hopes to marry, ‘settle down” and one day be a father and hold his own baby daughter 


or son in his arms. 


My grandfather once told me that life 1s like a field of sunflowers, and that we should 
be like van Gogh and make sure we admire the beauty of the world. He teased me 
about how the colour of my hair and my smile reminded him of sun flowers. His 


nick name for me was ‘mon petit tournesol. 


I know our soft spoken friend is very lonely. Maybe this will cheer him up. 
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. avec un grand coeur , Rose 
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My Two Sisters by Aki Kurosawa 


When my sister and I are both out and about, I being shorter than she is people think 
she is older than I am. But in fact I am five years older than she is. She is slim and 
full of energy, while I am petite and far less energetic than she is (I use to describe 


myself as short but my friend Rose told me I was actually ‘petite’). 


My friend Rose from Paris has made a bet with me. I don’t think she will keep her 
side of the bet. I don’t know whether I can keep my side. But I will try and my 
younger sister has said she will help me to. It is almost as if I have two sisters, one 
I grew up with and the other I met a few years ago. They are both encouraging me 


to change and try new experiences. They both say I need to change! 


My younger sister and I are so different in personality. She is gregarious and can 
make friends easily, while I am far more reserved, what my maternal grandmother 


describes as ‘serious.’ 


I remember when my mother was pregnant with my sister. I was in pre-school the 
day she was born. I was hoping for a younger brother. When we left for pre-school 
that morning my mother walked slowly holding her belly. We had to stop several 
times while her contractions happened. I was worried for my mother but she said 
everything would be fine. When we got to the pre-school she took a taxi to the 
hospital. The taxi driver was very kind and helped my mother in his taxi and then 
sped off. I waved at the taxi and started to cry. For some reason I thought I would 


never see my mother ever again. I felt very alone that morning and worried. 
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When I got home after school there was a note on our door saying I should knock on 
our neighbor’s door. That evening our neighbor looked after me because my mother 
had not yet returned home from the hospital. My father was away on a business trip, 
as he often was because he worked as a salesman for a large Japanese electrical 
equipment company and so there was no one to look after me at home. My mother’s 
parents live in Sapporo and my father’s parents in Tokyo. For some reason my 
parents had not told them my mother was having a second baby. They would find 


out after my sister was born. I don’t know why it was kept a secret. 


I remember that evening very well. Our neighbor was a musician in his thirties. I 
had heard him play Jazz on his piano many times. What my parents and I did not 
know was that he played piano in the evenings in a night club. We thought he taught 
piano, for he did have some students who came to study with him. Most were young 


ladies. He was a handsome young man and loved flirting with girls. 


I could not stay at home all by myself so he took me with him to work that evening 
and I sat at the side of the stage as he played the piano and women danced under 
spot lights. I had never imagined that people did this. The audience was all middle 


aged men. I even spotted some friends of my father sitting watching. 


Nine o’clock was my usual bed time, but that evening I was not tired at all. I watched 
in amazement as they took off nearly all their clothes. We returned home by taxi at 
one in the morning and my mother had yet to come home and so it looked like I 
would have to stay with my neighbor. But one of the dancers from the night club 


had come home with us. She must not have been older than twenty. 
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I knew they wanted to be by themselves. I was not supposed to be left alone, but he 
was a kind soul he let me sleep in my own bed. She had come home with us not to 
be with him, but to keep me company that night and look after me. While I slept in 
my bed she slept in our living room. He knew how worried I was about my mother 
and so he played for me on the piano until I fell asleep listening to the music through 
the wall. Instead of playing Jazz, he played classical music and soon I was fast 


asleep dreaming about dancing on stage under the spot lights. 


When I woke up the following morning my mother was back home. She looked 
very tired. I was happy to see her. “Shush, she said “you will wake your little 


17° 


sister!” She did not ask me about the strange woman she had found sleeping in our 


apartment. 


The Jazz musician and his friend joined us for breakfast and my mother thanked 
them for ‘taking such good care of me.’ To this day she does not know I spent the 


evening at a night club watching strip tease. 


My little sister started to cry and so my mother brought her into the kitchen to feed 
her. Our neighbor disappeared for a few minutes while she breast fed my sister. It 


was then and there that I learned what breasts were for. 


It was only recently that I shared this story with someone. It was with Rose in Paris. 
She is someone I can talk with. Rose has become a sort of second sister to me, 


helping me to better understand both myself and my own sister. 


Rose challenged me to share the night club story with my sister. When I told my 
sister the story she said I should tell my mother the story! I said I couldn’t and so 
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my sister said she would! I begged her not to and she said she would keep it a secret 


only if I ‘did something fun’ with her. My sister thinks I am too serious. 


She has pestered me to this so I decided to send it to be published in Patrick’s 
magazine. This way I could tell her the story is no longer just our secret. Both my 
parents and grandparents can’t read English so I doubt they will ever know that the 
day my sister was born that I spend a night watching strip tease at a night club. My 


grandparents would be horrified. They are very traditional Japanese grandparents. 


But my sister is my sister. Her silence comes with a price. 


Now that I am past my thirtieth birthday I want to find a husband and settled down. 
I have not been all that successful with my boyfriends. I have had two or three since 
high school and they have all been long term relationships. But when I fall out of 


love I go years before I start dating again. 


My sister, on the other hand has had dozens of boyfriends, so many that I have lost 
count and so has she. Her relationships are always short and intense. She says she 


will help me find a husband. Now closer than ever before. 


It has only been recently that she told me why she has had so many boyfriends. She 
refuses to go to bed with them! I had thought she had but it seems I have been a 
‘bad’ girl while she has been a ‘good’ one. She wants to wait until she is married. 
And so she has been out enjoying her life without ever sharing a bed with her 


boyfriends. 
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When I asked her about this she told me a story about my parents that I did not know 


about. 


I knew my parents first met during the Sapporo Winter Olympics in 1972 when she 
was sixteen and he was eighteen. My mother’s family is from Sapporo. My father 
was a high school volunteer from Tokyo and was staying with my mother and her 
parents for two weeks. He seduced my mother, first getting her to share a bath with 
him (supposedly she washed his back the same way she had washed her father’s 
back) and then shared his bed, not once, not twice but three times in the two weeks 


during the 1972 Olympic. 


My father was the first southerner that my mother had ever met and the first boy she 
had ever been intimate with. My father, on the other hand, had several girl friends 
and was a bon vivant (a term that Rose taught me recently — she says that French 


boys are very much like that too). 


When the Olympics were over my father left my mother without even saying a good 


bye. 


All of this would have stayed a secret were it not for the fact that years later when 
my mother was going out with a Sapporo boy the two of them had a fight and she 
told him that ‘he was not her first.’ Northern boys are not like southern Japanese 


boys. He got angry at her and before long my mother’s reputation was in pieces. 


What could my mother do? My Sapporo grandparents sought out my Tokyo 
grandparents and they came to an understanding that my father, having slept with 


my mother three times, he would have to marry her. In ancient Japanese culture 
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when a man and woman shared a bed three times they were in fact married to each 


other. This practice still survives in the rural parts of Japan even today. 


My mother and father were not too happy about this but it meant that my mother 
could leave Sapporo and go live in Tokyo. My father did not want to end his playboy 
life, but they still got married. My grandparents forced them to. 


He was unfaithful to my mother many times in all the years of their marriage and 
she knew that. But my mother had no choice but to be patient and hope he would 


change. My mother tells me he never did. 


It was many years before my sister and I came along. I was my mother’s blessing 
and my father’s curse. My mother was happy to have a baby daughter. My father 
less so! His mistresses started to tell him to grow up, go home and look after his 


family. He was cold to me when I was young. 


A few years later my sister came along. The one and only trip we took together as 
a family outside of Japan was to Vancouver, when my father came to be interviewed 


for a job he did not get. 


And then when I was twelve my parents separated, my sister going to live with my 
mother and me with my father. But that didn’t work out well and so one day when 
I was fifteen I just packed my things and took the train all by myself to Sapporo and 
then stayed at my maternal grandparents for the summer. It had taken me many 


months to save enough money for the train ticket from Tokyo to Sapporo. 
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It wasn't that my father was bad to me. It was just that he was always traveling on 
business and had many mistresses who were not much older than me. They were 
usually secretaries and office workers he had met on his business trips that wanted 
to spend a few days in Tokyo. My father would let them stay with us. Oh, the stories 


I can tell of their visits! 


I was lonely for my sister and mother. For the first time in several years I spent a 
summer with my mother and sister. My sister was ten and a tomboy. I was fifteen 
and the boys were taking an interest in me. My sister was better with the boys than 


I was and would hang out with boys my age. 


At the time I thought if my mother only knew what mischief she got into. My sister 
went on hikes with them, and when she was too hot she would take off her shirt. She 
went fishing and was very good at it. When they went swimming, she would never 
brought her bathing suit. She even went into the onsen with them. By the time she 
was ten she knew more about boys than I did at fifteen. I suspect that the boys only 


took an interest in me only because of my sister. 


At the end of that summer it was decided that I should stay with my mother, so my 
sister changed places with me and went to Tokyo for three years with my father. She 
was a bit wild in Tokyo. While I went to high school in Sapporo I had a boy friend. 
He was a sort of an Otaku, what you would call a nerd. I was a bookish girl as well. 
He and I went out on a few dates, but we were never intimate. We would talk about 
books and about modern film and about modern art. We would go to the films 


together. His favorite film was Magic Serpent. 
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After graduating high school with honors we broke up and I went back to Tokyo and 
my sister went back to Sapporo for her high school. I was surprised because my 
father was happy to have me back. He told me that my sister gave him gray hair. 


Things had not changed much for him. 


I went to university for four years, and I had a boyfriend for a few months. But we 
did not stay together long. He wanted to bed me but I did not like him that much. 
He told me that I was the most frustrating woman he had ever known. When I asked 
him how many ‘women he had known” ... he told me, and I dumped him then and 
there. He started to follow after me and call me Fukansho. With men I have not 
been lucky. First an otaku then a dinku! He got very angry at me and could not take 


no for an answer. 


It was after I graduated from university that I took my second trip Vancouver with 
some friends. I went to get away from him and to improve my English. That is when 
I met two very nice people, Patrick and Rose. Patrick was very kind and nice to me 
and my traveling companions. There were seven of us in our group. When I left 
Vancouver I was very sad. I only met Patrick a few days before it was time for me 


to return home. I miss him very much ... 


When I got back from Vancouver my sister was in Tokyo for her school holidays. 
She went out every night for two weeks. With some reluctance I joined her on a few 
of her evenings out. They turned out to be much more different than I imagined. 
She went to films with her friends, and some nice restaurants, but she never let a boy 
even put a hand on her. Every time a boy did something she didn’t like she dumped 


him on the spot. Then she would find a new boyfriend. I now understand her better 
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than ever before. I was a fool to think that she was being promiscuous. In fact it was 


the complete opposite. 


Both my mother and father knew me to be responsible and so they did not worry 
much about me. On the other hand they worried about my sister. So they told my 
sister that if she slept around she could not live under their roof. It was ironic they 
would be the ones to tell her that. It was my maternal grandmother who told her 


about what had happened to our parents. Then my sister told me. 


One night when we had both gone out and our dates had disappointed us both we sat 
at a coffee shop talking about our growing up. It was then that we both realized 
neither of us had bedded ...so we both made a pact. We would find ourselves 
husbands who were kind and nice and perhaps like us (have waited until they were 


married). But in the meantime we would have as much fun as we could. 


I told Rose about this and she did not believe me at first. She had bedded when she 
was in her teens and has had many lovers ... this is when she suggested her bet. She 


bet me I could not do something to flirt with our mutual friend in Vancouver. 


I told my sister about Rose’s bet and she came up with a funny way to win the bet. 
Patrick loves art. One of her ‘good boyfriends’ is an artist. My sister has been a 
model for him a few times. So she and I, and two of her friends, came to model for 


a drawing class in his studio. 
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My sister is the one looking at the camera. Patrick knows which one of the other 


women I am ... No I am not standing next to my sister! Isn’t my sister beautiful? 


Top this ... Rose! 
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The List of Words by Patrick Bruskiewich 


Even today, many decades later, I smile and remember fondly the List of Words. 
The great 18" century Russian author Tolstoy once said that happiness is an allegory 
and sadness something best expressed as a story. At a certain age in a person’s life, 
the whole world seems like a gallant one with both happiness and sadness mixed 


together in a tangled string. 


Let me share with you an allegory as a story, shall I. But for the purpose of the 


moment let us call this story more of an allégresse than anything else. 


To be a young boy growing up at a Catholic school was a fascinating cultural 
undertaking. To be a young boy going to school at a mixed school was doubly so. 
It was during my middle school years that life became truly fascinating for me. And 
the fact that I was growing up being taught by nuns, well, that was charming in so 


many ways, truly charming. 


Even today, some decades on in my life, when I happen upon a nun on the streets of 
Canada, and that happens less and less often, which is sad, I am one to stop and take 
off my hat, as a true gentleman does, and pay the lovely lady my respects. For their 


are lovely. They have given their lives to God. 


Some of my friends find this odd, until they ask me why. Then perhaps, if they are 
indeed deserving, I spend a few minutes telling them the story of the List of Words. 
But I must admit, in my friends” defence, that by the time I have finished the story, 
many of my friends” respect nuns as I do, as a gentleman to a cultured and lovely 


lady. 
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Sure there will be a few of you that sport the view that you fear nothing because you 
have been taught by nuns, or you fear nothing more so than nuns themselves. But 


that just supports the story I am about to tell you. 


Where best to begin? Perhaps by saying that growing up a boy is a difficult thing, 
more so than growing up a girl. Boys are solitary creatures while girls are 
communal. We tend to forget this as we focus on the puberty things and breasts and 


uteruses and well you get the drift. 


The coming of age of boys is a difficult thing. But you really don’t see that expressed 
in our culture, or worst yet it is expressed in ways that doesn’t reflect the seriousness 


of the matter. It is also a game of catch up, as you will see shortly. 


And why is it that over the years there have been many a film from Hollywood about 
the coming of age of Jewish boys, and circumcision and all that, but never a good 
film about the coming of age of a Catholic boy. Maybe it is because synagogues 


outnumber cathedrals in that run down movies corner of Los Angeles. 


Or maybe it is because LA no longer lives up to its once vaunted name of City of 
Angels. Given that metropolis’ many problems, gangs and all, that I have heard 
some wiseacres speculate whether it was time to change the city’s name to Los 


Diabolos — City of the Devils. 


What might be said about films might equally be said about literature and short 
stories as well. But then again a film is just a visual story, either of sorts, or of a 


sordid nature. I do have to admit it has been a long time since I have truly enjoyed 


112 


a Hollywood film, preferring something English or European. Maybe it’s the 


Goddard in me? 


In a country like Canada there are more Catholic boys coming of age as you read 
this story than boys of any other religion, or even with no religion at all. But I guess 
it is not fashionable to make mention of this. Yet you would not know this if you 
just looked at the culture of film and literature. It’s a pity because Catholics have 


more fun than most people realize. We are just too polite to say so. 


The Spielbergs, Cohens and Greunbochs of the world take note. By turning your 
back on this cultural fact you miss an opportunity to pay tribute to fascinating stories, 
and of a chance, well, speaking in the language that truly defines Hollywood, to 


make a large stack of greenbacks. 


Which leads me back to the List of Words. 


Ah the List of Words. Can you perhaps speculate of what I am about to speak? 
Maybe to have some fun you should stop for a moment and try to guess what it’s 


about. Better yet go make yourself a cup of tea or coffee and ponder this puzzle. 


Ah the List of Words. Every student in every classroom in Canada has a dictionary, 
a book full of words, of word roots and definitions, of synonyms and antonyms, 
abbreviations and the like. And well, such a book of words includes everything 
cultural whether the word is dignified or hardly redeeming. It is a snap shot of a 


people and their language. 
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It is a book that makes no distinctions between good words and not so good ones. 
You know words like dink, which in the good is a finely dressed trim spruce, or a 
drop shot in tennis and well in the slang, the best of a boy, or someone who acts 


atrociously. 


Well, here we are learning a language in the middle school years at a Catholic school, 
curious about both the good words and the slang words we hear around us, which is 
unavoidable to say the least. We hear the slang on the streets, far away from the safe 


and warm world we have been wrapped in by our Catholic nuns. 


God bless the nuns, for they had gone through every dictionary in our school with 
their eagle eyes and sure hands and expunged every bad word they could think of 
from our classroom dictionaries using those big thick and dark Sharpie markers. 
And of course, the ink had gone through the pages and left a legacy of artistry 
throughout the dictionaries making many a good words hardly legible as well. So 


much for collateral confusion. 


And in a sort of Big Nun is Watching You way, 1f they happen to catch your 
expounding one of these bad words like “you are such a dink” that slipped out of the 
mouth of one of the girls in my class during recess, well the effect was both 


immediate and remarkable. 
She would have to be punished! In turn she would become a hero and her suffering 


legendary, and a martyr to the cause of all free and open dictionaries. Well to be 


honest, she was ready to pee her panties. 
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After recess there she was at the front of the class, both palms up. Out came the old 
wooden yardstick and whack came the punishment. In actual fact it was more 
symbolic than real and her tears perhaps more theatre than true. But that didn’t 


matter. She had been caught mouthing a word from the List of Words. 


Rumor has it that in a gallant expression of solidarity with the young maiden, the 
knight who had caused her such embarrassment stepped forward at lunch that day 
and asked her how he might make amends. And by the school yard rules she had 
her way with him. In a private corner of the playing field they went, a sort of sinner”s 
corner, and she and her closest girl friends well their expressions after lunch was a 
smiling ‘he isn’t much of a dink after all’ ... wink ...wink. After that the two became 


close friends. Figure that! 


For the rest of that week the rest of us boys were careful not to antagonize the 
maidens in our class lest we end up as trophies at that dark corner of the playing 


field. We boys had our honor to defend as well, even in this game of the sexes. 


And before long we had a sort of linguistic samizdat circulating, a growing list of 
words that we had found expunged from our dictionaries or barred from our mouths. 
I am the first to admit that even today most of these bad words I find repulsive and 
crude, but some I find amusing as well. That’s how we kept abreast of linguistic 


developments. 


I also admit I understand why and respect the nuns for doing what they did, for my 
humor is such that when I need to use an idiom, it is uncommon and on the rare 
occasion I feel the urge to insult, the insults are pretty near Shakespearean. No four 


letter words here. To some degree I have the nuns to thank for this. It wasn’t just 
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Catholic propriety that they were teaching us, but the marvellous potentialities of the 


English Language as well. 


And in some sense this is no different than what my father went through at school, 
not only the barred words but the insistence that he only speak English at school — 
English being his second language. My paternal grandparents were Polish. At home 
they spoke Polish. At school he learned English and became a very successful 
Canadian Mechanical Engineer. He was the person who said to me, you’ll never 
amount to anything since you can’t write. Just as with the nuns, I must have been 


paying attention to what my father had to say 


Today when I do the occasional bit of teaching I tell my students that I only 
occasionally use four letter words, words like test, exam and quiz (you may chuckle 
now) and nothing more. That fascinates them and gives then a good role model. 
The occasional student asks me how I have come to this remarkable state of mind 
and I sometimes recount to them a younger person’s abridged version of the story of 


the nuns and their kindness. 


Back to the List of Words shall we. Well it is of course natural for the girls to want 
to become scholarly on those naughty boy words and the boys learning to 
mispronounce all those remarkable girl words. If you notice the distinction in the 
last sentence it is because it soon became apparent to us that the girls had more 
interesting words to their list, many which were foul to say the least, while we boys 
had fewer words, richer in their meaning and harder to annunciate. If you, as a book, 
happen to have a better tongue then your Latin became popular. The biggest sex 


organ we have is our brain. 
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Today I have a woman friend who is surprised I never use and cringe when I hear 
the f-word. “You're a boy aren’t you?’ she felt the need to ask. Jokingly I retorted 
‘last I checked’ and glanced down the front of my pants, ‘but I would rather make 
love than make lust ...? I know she understood what I meant for we recently wrote 
a book together about Eros in Poetry and Prose and I am hopeful I have won her 
over to the girl’s side of the List of Words. I can say she hasn’t used the f-word in 


my presence since my joke. 


Well, as it happened, it was during one warm winter morning, during recess that I 
and one of my female classmates were disagreeing on the meaning and the 
pronunciation of the Latin basis to the word Uterus, that she shouted out one of those 
bad words. The almost owl like hearing of the duty nun caught her word out of the 
cacophony of play yard noise and there she was being led away terror in her eyes as 


she looked back pleadingly at me. I was to be her knight. And so I was. 


After recess she was summoned up to the front of the class. Dutifully she held her 
palms up. We could see she was shivering. But, just as the nun was reaching for 


the yard stick I stood. 


“Excuse me sister ...” The nun left the yardstick hang from its nail next to the 


blackboard for a moment and turned to me. You could hear a pin drop. 


“Yes young man.” I suddenly felt my courage ebbing but those pleading eyes kept 


me on my feet and continuing on. 


“I think you should punish me instead of her.” A murmur swept through the class. 


No one had ever stood to ask this before. Not in living memory at least. Maybe 
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somewhere in a medieval story you might find such gallantry but not here in a 


Catholic middle school. Call me George! 


But there I was her brave knight. I was expressing Catholic mercy and testing the 
resolve of the nun. She probably thought I was set on sedition and so she became 


stern. “Well ...” 


I fidgeted a few seconds. Then a thought came to me. A thought so warm and 
delicious that I stopped fidgeting and stood up proud and true. “Sister, this morning 


in catechism you used a word I did not understand.” 


“What was that word and what does it have to do with this?” She took up the 
yardstick and almost glared at me. Even across the classroom I could see the maiden 


in distress was shivering with anxiety. 

“It was the word ... womb.” 

The effect of that one word on the nun was remarkable. She froze. Curare couldn't 
have done the better on her. And for at least ten seconds time stopped in the 
classroom. 

Here was my chance. “Jesus ... the fruit of the womb of Mary.” I could not be 


faulted for those very words had been said by that very nun that very morning during 


Catholic Catechism. 
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“At the beginning of recess I looked the word womb up in the dictionary and it 
referred to something called a uterus.” I said the word awkwardly on purpose U — 


Tear — Us. 


There was a nervous giggle from some of the girls in the room. The boys on the 
other hand, their eyes were glazed over with a lack of comprehension. It was one of 
these girl words and too far down the alphabet for any of them to have gotten to, 


except me. I love to read. 


“But the word Uterus was blanked out in the dictionary.” The nun’s face was getting 


red. But somehow I knew it was not from anger but from embarrassment. 


“So at lunch time I asked what a Uterus was to some of the girls in our class.” As 
you might guess it, I asked the girls who had just nervously giggled. But now the 
classroom was perfectly quiet. None of them wanted to risk being drawn into this 


intrigue. 


“That's when she got upset at me and used that bad word ... dink.” It was a 
calculated gamble on my part to use the d word, for now I would have to be punished 
too. And sure enough I was told to march myself to the front of the class. Which I 


did! 


And I put myself between the nun and my fearful classmate. As I stood beside her 
she took my hand in hers. She was no longer alone awaiting her punishment. Her 
hand was very warm and soft and reassuring. I gave her hand a squeeze then I pushed 
her back to her seat. The nun did not stop her as she walked down the row of desks 


and took her seat. I had won the day. 
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And now there I was now standing palms up. For added measure the nun gave me 
two whacks, the first with some force and the second a mere symbolic gesture on 


both our parts. I did not cry. 


I stood true and proud, responding to this indignity by saying “thank you sister.” But 
that was not for the punishment she had given me, but the punishment she had not 


meted out to the girl who had been caught. 


As I marched back to my desk near the back of the classroom the nun said that the 
matter of the word womb will be dealt with at the next catechism class. I smiled. 


Now that would prove interesting, I thought. 


As I walked by my friend’s desk I could see she had drawn a heart and put my name 


in 1t. That was lovely. That meant my sacrifice had been appreciated. 


When I got back to my desk I sat down and tried to take up my pencil and write but 
you know my fingers were tingling and I had a sudden urge to go pee. So I put up 
my hand and ask to be excused to go to the boy’s room. The nun understood and let 


me go. 


The hallways were clear and quiet. When I got to boy’s washroom it was cold and 
empty. The old white enamel cistern above the communal urinal bubble along. I 
walked across to the outer wall, as far away from the door and the people beyond 
and stopped to stare at the wall. I guess I was in a state of shock. My hands throbbed 


and so did my head. So I stood my hands against the cold white tiles on the wall and 
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leaned forward so that my forehead was pressed against the tiles. Their coldness 


was a solace to my pain. Then I started to cry to myself. 


Then I heard the door opened hesitantly and some footsteps. Quite unexpectedly a 
pair of arms wrapped themselves around me a squeezed. “Don’t cry.” It was my 
friend, the girl who I had saved from punishment. She asked again. “Are you ok?” 


I didn’t say anything but just nodded. 


“Thanks ...” She gave me second squeeze this time tighter than the first and she 
seemed she didn’t want to let go. My head ache was getting worst. Perhaps if was 


her trying to pop me out of my skin, like the insides from a banana. 


“T can’t breathe,” I hoarsely pleaded and she let up on her squeezing. It was then 
that my sixth sense began to tingle, a sense that had been honed by many years of 
intrigue and mischief. I heard adult footsteps approaching in the hallway. Somehow 


I knew trouble was approaching the boy’s washroom. 


I pulled her arms apart and turned to face her. She started to turn to leave but I held 
onto her hand. She tugged at it. “I shouldn’t be in here. What if they catch me?” 


Still I didn’t let go. I just looked into her eyes. We were trapped. 


Her eyes were deep blue and beautiful. My eyes probably showed my worry too. 
She started to shiver and said, “I have got to go pee.” I looked around frantically. 


What to do? 


I don’t know what came over me but I grabbed her hand tight and led her to one of 


the stalls and slammed the door shut behind us just as the door to the boy’s washroom 
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swung open. She looked at me. Still I said nothing. I just stared into her deep blue 


and beautiful eyes. 


I leaned forward and kissed her cheek. “Shhh,” I said holding a finger before my 
mouth. Then I let go of her hand. I placed my hands on her hips and helped her 


climb atop the cistern behind the toilet. She understood. 


“Anyone in here?” It was the principal’s voice. He was doing his after recess 
rounds, gathering up all the stray boys and girls and sending them to their appointed 
classes. He knew each of us by sight, name and reputation, and I have to admit I 


was not in his good books. 


The principal, Mr. Kloster, was old school, having been born a few years before the 
beginning of First World War and now only a few years away from his retirement. 
He was a tribute to the longevity of old world values and expectations. I was a bit 


too modern for him. 


“It's me sir ...” I answered meekly. “I am not feeling well. Sister let me use the 


men’s room.” I called it the men’s room hoping that would impress Mr. Kloster. 


He and I had this admirable relationship. He looked out for me and I had acquired 
a form of Klosterphobia, that meant the more I tried to make myself invisible to him 
the more he noticed me. I guess he knew all the tricks either because he himself did 
them when he was my age, or had seen them all in his many years as a teacher and 


principal. I guess the out of sight out of mind thing wasn’t possible with him. 
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“Oh ... it’s you.” The tone in his voice told me all I needed to know. He wasn’t just 


going to turn around and leave. 


The terror in her eyes became almost unbearable. Mr. Kloster was so old school that 
a yardstick to the palm of your hands at the front of the class was kid’s play to him. 
His reputation for punishment was the yardstick to your backside, and somehow he 


got away with this without leaving any welts, and winning over on the discipline. 


She drew her legs together and began to rock. The cistern over the urinal began to 
flood again. There was the sound of water in both our ears. It was unbearable. Even 


my bladder was beginning to cry out. Our options were quickly running out. 


“Don’t dawdle,” the principal sternly rebuked me. 


What was a man to do but be gallant! Down came my zipper, out came the best of 


me and ... well ... we solved that dilemma. 


I had to fight with the gurgle of the water in the cistern and so I pressed my bladder 
so my tinkling sound could be heard over the other sounds. And it worked. I could 
hear him walk to the door. I turned my head in the direction of the door, heard it 


swing open and Mr. Kloster leave. 


We were once again alone and safe. I turned back to face my friend. She had a big 


smile on her face and was staring fixatedly at the best of me. 


She already born witness to another gallant knight’s amendment as the maiden’s 


second and so to some degree she was not all that shocked by what she now saw. 
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But she did have a front row seat to something that changed her view of the world. 
I became conscious of her fascination and became self-conscious of this. I was now 


nervous, but for a different reason and I slowed to a mere dribble. 


And when I was finished she took a bit of toilet paper and was tender in her 
ministration, with one very warm and nervous hand holding and with the other warm 
and nervous hand dabbing away the last of the dribble. I had never thought of doing 
this before. 


Then she simply stared as someone who had never been so enthralled before. “Can 


I see it all?” 


It was amusing to hear her call it an “it.” Strangely, since it was the List of Words 


that had got us here, I wonder what she really meant by ‘it’. 


“Let me see it all,” she whispered pleadingly. 


Who was I to argue at such an auspicious moment? I undid the button on my pants 
and open them. Then I drew down my underwear just enough so the entirety of the 
best of me sort of popped out. Even I was amazed by what was happening. ‘It’ now 


had a life of its own! 


My headache was long gone, now replaced with a strange euphoria that had taken 


over every cell and every fiber of my being. 


I looked into her beautiful blue eyes as she looked at the best of me. Her irises had 


now grown so wide you could barely see the blue. Her eyes were marvelous pools 
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of adoring emotion. The lantern lights overhead were reflected off the wholeness of 
her cornea. Her cheeks were alive and bright red. Her legs were now drawn more 
tightly together and she was rubbing her thighs slowly against each other. I could 


hear her breathing, deep and excited. 


There was now a unique and indescribable tension between us and I was not to be 


the one to break it. 


“It’s beautiful.” She said with a sigh. 


“Is it?” Now she even had me saying ‘it.’ 


Then she asked me something unexpected. “You're not Jewish are you?” I shook 


my head. As I did that I bobbed right and left. She giggled. “It’s cute.” 


I guess given all she held in her view at that moment, what fascinated her was that, 
although I was Catholic, I had been circumcised. Perhaps it was because she had 
never before seen beyond the sheath of things, and had now ventured to her own 


undiscovered country. 


Then she leaned forward and drew her hand towards the best of me. That sort of 
threw me for a spin. It was one thing to happen to see ‘it,’ but it was another thing 


all together to touch ‘it.’ 


As I looked at her and her thighs rubbing against each other I imagined that in short 
order it would become known amongst all her friends that there was this uniqueness 


to me that made me almost mythical in her thoughts. In some sense I soon became 
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their favorite, as I had by my gallantry became her favorite. Girls share after all, 


don’t they? 


It is a pity that we cannot stop time for at that very instance I wish I could just 
continue to look into her deep blue and beautiful eyes. She leaned forward and 


kissed me on the cheek. I began to shiver. 


“Are you ok?” She asked with a great deal of empathy. 


“I don’t know what's come over me. But I will be ok.” Years later I would realize 
that I was having my first orgasm. Lucky for both of us I was still too young to 
ejaculate, for how then would we have explained such a pronounced stain on her 


lovely dress, without staining as well her lovely honor and reputation. 


I suddenly became rather self-conscious and so I gathered myself in my hands. The 
look of disappointment on her face was indescribable. “Not today,” I said, which 
kind of left open some other day. That assuaged her frustration. I tucked myself in 


buttoned up my trousers and zipped. 


She suddenly said “I need to pee, really badly.” I helped her off her perch and half 
expected her to walk past me out of the stall, and out of the boy’s washroom, but she 


didn’t. 


Instead she lifted her dress, dropped her panties and sat there and then ... well ... 
she did what she needed to do, in my plan sight. It was an amends that more than 
made up for the two whacks her knight had just endured to protect her honour, and 


for both of us such an undiscovered country. 
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Her noise echoed off the all but silent room. It had a high pitched whizz to it, a sort 
of whistle in fact. I had never before heard such a inimitable sound. It was strangely 
enticing. She looked up at me while I looked down at her. All too quickly she was 
done. Then she took a bit of paper and handed it to me. I didn’t say or do anything. 
I didn’t know what to do. 


It took her a second to realize that and she so guided my hand down and I dabbed 
the last bit of dribble from that remarkable fountain that lay partly exposed and partly 
hidden between her legs. If there ever was a work of supreme art anywhere to be 


found it was to be found there hidden from all except the most amorous admiration. 


I stood there transfixed and would still be frozen in time were it not for her saying 


“Tam finished.” I quickly moved my hand and stood back so that she could stand. 


I guess she wanted her knight to go the distance for her, for she looked down at her 
undergarments and it was I who knelt before her and who ended up lifting them for 
her. She held her dress up as I slowly and carefully lifted the curtain to this supreme 
performance. What an undiscovered country! She was soft and pink and well, 


simply remarkable. 


I must admit I paused and it was she who lifted the curtain up the last draw. Then I 


stood red faced and a good ten degrees warmer under the collar. 


“Maybe we should be going? They will be wondering where we are.” I could barely 


mouth the words. My teeth were actually chattering as I said them. 
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She smiled and nodded. “Let us have lunch together.” She kissed me on the other 


cheek. “You know where.” 


I nodded. In a blink of an eye she was gone and I was once again alone. I closed 
my eyes and fought the feeling it was my duty to return to class. Then I realized that 
as long as I could imagine her face or voice or her soft touch this remarkable feeling 
that had come over me lingered. It was a high. It was intoxication. It was 


extraordinary. 


I would still be standing there in a state of total bliss were it not for the fact that the 
door barged open and my concentration was rudely broken. Damn whoever that was 


for what he had just done. I closed the stall door behind me. 


I could hear the familiar tinkle of someone at the urinal. Then the washing of his 
hands, the pull of the old white cotton towel dispenser and then the second bang of 


the door opening and closing. Damn the hillbilly that was! 


It had been perhaps a thirty second interruption to the extraordinary but that was 


enough to make it irretrievably gone. I was once again in the world of the ordinary. 


I left the stall and washed my hands with very hot water as a way to try to break me 
out of this trance. But the endorphins had taken hold. I can’t remember walking 
down the hallway and making my way back to my desk. I do remember it was a 


long hour before lunch. 


It was doubly uncomfortable not just because of the slow passage of time by the 


anticipation of our noon rendezvous made me start to shiver and start to get awfully 
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manly. Lucky I was sitting down and hid behind the oak cover of my substantial 


desk. 


A few minutes before the lunch break the nun asked me up to the board to do a math 
question. I was good at math and she was perhaps trying to make her peace with 
me. But I pleaded that I could still not hold the chalk because my hands were so 
sore. I felt bad that I did not accept the invite but in actual fact I did not want to 
embarrass myself before the girls in my class nor be made the laughing stock of the 


bastardly boys. 


Yes, I was having my first orgasm and it lingered on for a long, long time. 


When lunch came I hid amongst the crowd hoping the milling masses would help to 
hide my lingering state. How I made it out to the playfield without being 


embarrassed was perhaps a minor miracle. 


But there she was waiting for me, at sinner’s corner, she and her three best friends, 
all with the same knowing and approving smirk on their face. There they sat on a 
concrete wall, legs dangling down in the sun, ready to enjoy their lunch and the 


company. 


As I approached I hesitated. I held my lunch bag before me and prayed the bag was 


enough. 


“Come sit here.” She said and cleared a place at the very centre of the foursome. I 


hopped up and sat on the concrete wall with them. 
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She leaned over and kissed me. Then unexpectedly the girl on the other side of me 
kissed the other cheek. Then before I knew it I had collected four kisses, two on 
each cheek. 

“That's for being so gallant,” my friend said. 

“You're welcome ... any time,” I responded, rather shyly I. 

The four giggled. It was then that I knew she had shared the story of our auspicious 
moment. I quickly opened my lunch bag and grabbed the first thing at hand. Hell, 


it was a banana. 


There was another long giggle as I held it up. I took the lunch bag and turned over, 


so that everything within it fell on my lap. We five ate in silence for a few minutes. 


“You were right,” my friend said, breaking the silence. 


“Right about what?” I replied. 


One of the other girls spoke “the way you pronounced Uterus.” 


Another voice broke in “only girls have them.” She said. 


I looked at each of them in turn. Here was their sisterhood sharing their secret, and 


to an interloper, an outsider, a mere boy. 
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Then the fourth spoke, the one with glasses and who was constantly with her nose 
in a book. “The Uterus is a muscle. The strongest one in the human body. When 
the mother is expecting the uterus cradles a baby and nourishes it while it grows.” 

“A womb is a polite word for uterus,” my friend said, “and the baby is the fruit of 
the womb.” I nodded in comprehension, not wanting to admit that I had already 
figured this out all by myself. I was silent. After all, what I could say amongst such 


sisterly experts? 


Then my friend spoke up again. “But boys have something very beautiful too, don’t 
they.” 


The one in glasses spoke again. “It’s called a penis.” 


With those words they all giggled hysterically. I must have blushed a bright crimson, 


and there was no way I was going to stand up for a long time. 


I asked the girl in the glasses “I wonder if that word is on the List of Words?” 


The girl with the glasses leaned forward. “It is, I already checked.” This affirmation 


made me wonder what they already knew about such things. 


Then another of the girls, the fourth one, said “so is circumcised.” 


My friend said, “I like my circumcised boys.” She grabbed my hand and gave it a 


squeeze as she said this. Then in quick succession there was an agreement between 
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the remaining three. I had thought I would be mortified if they had found out about 
this but sitting there amongst this all knowing four I felt different. 


“Don’t worry.” She gave my hand a second squeeze. “Your secret is safe with us.” 


They all giggled. 


“My little brother is not circumcised,” the girl next to me said. 


“Neither is my older brother,” the one with the glasses said. 


“My father isn’t either,” said the fourth girl. 


That declaration sent the three others into a tizzy. “You’ve seen your fathers ....?” 


My friend could not bring herself to finish the sentence, it was such a scandal. 


“When did you see it?” the girl with the glasses asked her. 


I suspect the fourth girl now had second thoughts about having shared this secret 


with her sisterhood. Now she would have to pay the price for her candour. 
“Ah ... well ... when I was younger.” She hoped this would placate them, but they 
all leaned forward and were staring at her. I just sat back eating my lunch in the 


hope this would steer their tête-à-têtes away from me and somewhere else. 


They would not let her stop there and so she was forced to continue. 
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“My father would sometimes take me into the shower with him and hold me under 


the shower as he washed my hair.” 


“And ...” 


“Well, I asked my mother about what it was ...”, the fourth girl was blushing now, 


“and all she said it was what made boys and girls different.” 


I leaned forward and asked her “how old were you?” 
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“Four ...” she answered. “He’s not circumcised either.” 


“You remember that!” She nodded. 


The other girls stopped dead in their tracks. I leaned forward and looked at them in 
turn. What I saw was an eager truthfulness. It was evident to me that only my friend 


had actual seen such a state, and the other three had not. 


It was like only one prize bon-bon had been left in a box of chocolate and one had 


snatched it up before the others. The others wanted to know how ‘it’ was. 


I said nothing and went back to eating my sandwich. It was the girl in glasses who 


asked the inevitable question. “Will you show us?” 


I nearly choked on my sandwich. My friend had to slap my back to clear my throat. 
I coughed for effect. But I didn’t say anything. I didn’t even shake my head. How 


do you answer a question like that? 
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We five continued silently continued with our lunch until the girl next to me spoke. 
“It’s my birthday on Saturday. I am having a party. I would like to invite you.” She 


was looking at me. 


I glanced at her and asked. “Who is coming?” 


“Just the four of us and you ...” She handed me an invitation. 


It was Thursday and I knew my mother would be angry if I told her I had been invited 
to a birthday party two days hence and needed a birthday gift. So I asked. “Do you 
want me to bring a birthday gift?” 


“No need ... just bring yourself.” There was a giggle from them all. 


I looked at the four of them and knew that something was a foot. But I also looked 
into the blue and beautiful eyes of the maiden sitting next to me. I was her knight 


and I had an obligation to her. She took my hand and squeezed it. I felt obligated. 


By the time our lunch was finished and the bell recalling us to class had rung, a 
calmness had come over me and my return was a dignified one, one with four 


measures of friendship besides me. It was an allégresse. 


And the List of Words? Let me tell you a little more about the list of words. It 
contained some sixty five expressions. It was a challenge to complete the samizdat. 
Between the five of us we had the list in its entirety in short order. My most favorite 


word was of course, uterus, and their’s as well, you guess. 
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Would it surprise you that the girl in the glasses was the champion of the samizdat. 


We shall see her again in another story, one tinged with sadness. 


God bless the nuns, and their list of words! 
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Roses of Mexico City by Gary McCrae 


[San Francisco] During the early 1960’s, this city the ancient capital of Mexico was 
in the throes of expansion. A population of eight million destined to overflow to 24 


million by the mid-1990’s. 


The metro is built upon the old city of the Aztecs — a very slow process for artifacts 
— whole palaces and ancient temples are being unearthed which adds to the 


archeology of this magnificent and intriguing city. 


Over the foundation of the largest Aztec pyramids had been built the grand Roman 
Catholic Cathedral on the plaza known as the Zócalo. This area was also bordered 
by the Presidential palace — the Municipal Council and the balconied town houses 
of the Colonial aristocracy. Southeast of this great plaza and behind this immediate 
area lay the huge wholesale market place La Merced, where fresh vegetables and 


flowers were brought in from the vast countryside of Mexico. 


This large metropolis now known as Mexico City had since 500 A.D. been known 
as Teotihucéan, and then had a population of 100,000 people sprawled over twelve 


square kilometers, an area even larger than Imperial Rome. 


The Toltecs took over from the Teotihucéans, followed by the Tepanecas and it was 
they who allowed the Aztecs that had migrated down from the north to settle in what 
is now known as the Chapultepec district. This district of Mexico City is now 


situated at the end of the Reform boulevard situated down from the Alameda. 
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From this area they had been subdued and then removed by a neighboring tribe. The 
Aztecs fled to an island south called Tenochtitlan and their settlement there in 1325 
is now considered the official founding date for Mexico City. Eventually the Aztecs 
tied this island with an irrigation canal back to the district originally settled in 


Chapultepec. 


My first introduction to this ancient city was by plane on an early January evening 
with a myriad of sparkling lights below. Upon landing we were driven through the 
teeming streets of Mexico City with vibrant humanity overflowing from all around. 
Ensconced at the El Presidente luxury hotel on the Alameda with a Diego Rivera 
mural overlooking the main lobby, this was an ideal place to set out, explore and 


discover this tantalizing Colonial city. 


First on the agenda, which was the reason that drew me first to visit Mexico City, 
was a visit to the University of Mexico City. A few years earlier a wonderful offer 
had come my way which encompassed sending me to University for extended study 
of the history and arts for this area of the Universe. This offer was one I had never 
taken up and I was now anxious to visit and cover the campus. I had recently 
graduated from the world famous Rudolph Schaeffer School of Color in San 


Francisco and the recently attained knowledge would open up new vistas for me. 


A few days later after my arrival and a visit to the grand floating gardens south of 
the city left over from the ancient Aztec civilization, I acquired from the hotel 
directions for going out to the University. This had sounded all very easy when the 
hotel had directed me to stand along the Alameda and step on a bus which would 


take me directly to the University. Upon standing for half an hour, I realized that all 
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the buses coming I could not differentiate one from the next on the arrival of the 


continuing buses. 


Hearing a young couple conversing in English, I stepped over and enquired if they 
could help me on which specific bus I should get on, but they were no help to me, 
as they were not familiar with the local numbered buses. Whereupon I saw a bus 
coming which seemed like the one I had been waiting for. As I readied myself for 
boarding I felt someone tap me on the shoulder and heard a voice saying — ‘excuse 
me Sénor, this is your bus to the University.’ Looking around I saw a lovely Senorita 
with extremely large dark eyes milling at me. I thanked her and proceeded to board 
the bus and immediately realized I could not figure out how much the fare would be. 
Instantly money was put in front of me, from behind me, and the same voice saying 


‘it was all taken care of Sénor.” 


The same Senorita was smiling beside me and I wished to immediately reimburse 


her, but she wouldn’t take my money. 


This was my introduction to Nora, for it was her way of getting to know me, and so 
we proceeded to sit and talk and the lengthy way out to the University of Mexico. 
This young lady had studied at the University’s school of languages and was an 
interpreter at the Hotel Alameda owned and operated by the Westin Hotel chain. 
She spoke fluent English and this gave her an excellent opportunity to offer me a 
sightseeing synopsis, when we arrived at the University. Of course I accepted and 
we had a most enjoyable afternoon going back and forth on the campus; admiring 
the grand mosaics on the tall towers and the lower buildings. It then became time 
for me to return downtown and she also decided to ride back downtown having long 


forgotten the reason why she to come out originally to the University. So we had 


138 


another good visit to the old city near the old Presidential Palace and to show her my 
appreciation I invited her, and her sister (as chaperone) to join me that same evening 
for dinner. My invitation was accepted and we would meet at my hotel, which was 


conveniently situated. 


In those years my wardrobe consisted of some beautiful and handsome suits which 
had been custom made for me in San Francisco (I should perhaps tell you I had bright 
red hair at the time). For that evening, I selected one of them in dark midnight blue, 
in beautiful fine wool serge bordering on cashmere; a perfect suit for dining out late 
evening in Mexico City. When the two sisters arrived they were both dressed 
elegantly. Nora herself had on a beautiful wool evening suit in deep grey trimmed 
with the black silky hide of the unborn café covering the front of her jacket — softer 
and finer looking than any velvet fabric. This was still legal in Mexico for the mother 
cow had to be killed to obtain the unborn calf, and it is not legal to be used or sold 
in the United States. We discussed various places for dinner and they both hoped 
we could all go to the Hotel Isabella, which was the most elegant hotel and the place 
for the haute culture people of Mexico City to be seen in. I already having 
knowledge of this ... but this didn’t appeal to me, so I asked the sisters if they knew 
of a real and authentic restaurant nearby which served the fine cuisine of Mexico. 
Immediately ‘Si’ was there response as their father had recently — within the last 
week in fact — taken them both there. But ... this would entail quite a drive to the 
distant outskirts of the city ... which intrigued me even more. A sleek black 
limousine was summoned and we drove for miles from my hotel and arrived almost 
an hour later at the gates of what appeared to be a very elegant country club — perfect 
— with vast rolling manicured lawns amongst the trees and the grand restaurant was 
in a great sweep before our eyes — looking out over these great slabs of plate glass 


across the whole rambling colonial fagade. While we arrived unannounced and had 
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no reservations, the two sisters were acknowledged and we were ushered into a very 
large dining area filled with the most beautifully dressed people imaginable. Heavy 
linens were on each table, each touching the floor along with bright shiny silverware 
and heavy crystal. The waiters were all tuxedoed with none speaking English and 


the overlarge menus were all in Spanish — perfect! 


I suggested to the two sisters that they make the menu selections for the three of us 
and to be sure and order plenty of whatever they wanted. ‘Si Sénor — we will do just 
that!” We chatted and eventually their food arrived which was placed in front of us 
and it looked like wonderful authentic Mexican cuisine. My plate was then brought 
to me and it consisted of a very huge beef steak along with a very large pile of French 
Fries, for they had picked out a dish that they thought would make a young Gringo 
happy. Gringo means ‘green’ in Spanish, referring to the color of American dollars. 
This is why Mexicans call Americans ‘gringo.’ I am actually a Canadian originally 
from Victoria, but had spent several years at art school in San Francisco. When it 
comes to Americans and Canadians, Mexicans don’t always make a distinction if 


you come from north of their border. 


I really only picked at my food all the while stealing admiring glances at the two 
young women enjoying their meals. Hoping my disappointment did not show, I 
suggested they order several more Mexican dishes which we all three could share. 
This was done — one of the platters contained the most truly sumptuous chicken 
breast enchiladas I had ever tasted before or since that evening. Whole chicken 
breasts had been used inside, along with wonderful condiments for the stuffing. This 
was all perfect for me and it turned into a wonderful dinner of Mexican dishes. The 


dinner lasted several hours. 
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After dinner I suggested we could all go dancing. The sisters knew of a wonderful 
night club not too far from the restaurant, and so there we went. And authentic it was 
— another place for only very wealthy Mexican City citizens who really could afford 
and enjoy luxury. The club was huge, and along with Latin American music, there 
was a fabulous floor show. Across the full length of the stage was the largest 
xylophone I had ever seen stretching a good ten meters across with 20 to 25 
musicians all playing on it at the same time — and what music it was. I can still hear 
1t today in my memory; and what a good time dancing — to tangos, cha cha chas and 


rumbas — for the next three hours. 


Now Mexico City at the time, (the early 1960”s) did not have the great number of 
people it has today. It was a great deal less safe for foreigners to travel through than 
today. One did have to take into consideration ones” safety while moving about, 
especially if any distance was involved. Upon departing the night club that evening, 
the two sisters and I arranged for a cab to pick us up and I had completely forgotten 
to request that the driver be able to speak English, which is very mandatory in any 
foreign city. We left the night club with the sisters giving the driver instructions in 
Spanish and of course we would drop them at home first, and then I would go on to 


my hotel downtown afterwards. 


The cab drove for miles as to my great amazement we ascended up the wall of the 
great plateau driving ever upwards and steeper for some distance. Arriving at the 
top, the sight before us was astounding, for there on top of this great expanse the 
most futuristic city one could imagine appeared- all floodlit before our eyes — along 
with a full moon beaming across the whole mirage-like scene. Skyscrapers jutting 
across — bridges joining them like freeways — all laid out in great order and palatial 


form. 
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The sisters ordered the cab driver with directions to where they reside, and when we 
arrived there with polite thank yous and goodbyes took their leave ... and the cab 
proceeded on ....Almost immediately it came over me a great fear that this driver 
did not possibly speak fluent English and we were in the middle of nowhere ... for 
within blocks we started to descend the plateau and leave the great vision behind us 


and we were in total darkness once again. 


Almost with panic over me, I asked the driver 1f he spoke English with no response 
and continued in his slow and meticulous way. Nothing could be done but to hope 
he would drive me directly to my hotel for we were now in total darkness, with 
nothing but shrubs and trees on both sides of us. Suddenly out of the blue he started 
talking perfect English but not what I wanted to hear for he was marketing a lady of 
the night to me in most uncertain terms: the most beautiful girl in all of Mexico City 
for forty dollars and another one for much less, but she wasn’t so pretty. My response 
was a sharp “No!” which made him persist even harder, in fact so extremely 
persistent to where we were shouting at each — me yelling to be taken home 
immediately. At this point I was becoming fearful for I was dressed far too luxurious 


to be in such a situation. 


We arrived at the bottom of the plateau in total darkness. Winding along a roadway 
we all of a sudden made an abrupt right angle turn in to an extended alley that 
appeared out of nowhere like it had risen out of the Earth. And ... it might have 


come up out of hell ... for there before me was a sight not to be believed. 


The alley before me was lit with overhead lights which made it as bright as from the 


midday sun. It was here that I was looking at the night-world and a large portion of 
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the netherworld of Mexico City. The length of three city blocks were teeming with 
people, filling that alley from wall to wall. As the limousine taxis wound its way t 
less than a snail’s pace in this mob, they separated only enough to let the cab through. 
The whole scene before me was as though it had been lifted out from the filmmaker 
“Fellini” and his infamous Italian movies. The most grotesque faces imaginable 
were passing my car continuously. Some were looking down in at me with faces 
pressed against the window peering right at me ...They all looked liked drugged 
zombies and no doubt were ... nothing in hell could ever possibly look worse. What 
a horror and bad nightmare for me and I was convinced the cab driver was taking 
me where he wanted to be in the beginning and I would have no say when presented 
to whatever underworld he wished to expose me to. These were, of course, all the 
night people of Mexico City, but it was the grotesque features on their faces that left 
the indelible mark on my memory. It seemed like an eternity to slowly wind our 
way through this teeming mass of sub-humans, all amassed in one alley. But 
suddenly we were out of it as quickly as we had come in to it and to my relief it was 
still dark but we were out of the alley! Ten minutes later we turned another abrupt 
corner and my hotel loomed up from the darkness. I was extremely angry — the cab 
driver had put me through an unnecessary ordeal, and as I was proceeding up the 
steps of my hotel, and I looked back he had the nerve to shout from his window — 


“Ah Sénor, why were you so afraid — I got you safely home.” 


The following day a call came to my suite from Nora as they had enjoyed so much 
the evening before and would I be able to accept an invitation to their home for 
dinner the following evening. It did race through my mind about a book my Mother 
had read me one summer when I was home. It covered Mexico City families and 
how they bring to their homes unsuspecting suitors for their marriageable daughters, 


and this could be the stage for a surprise wedding which they spring on them. 
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Pushing these thoughts aside with the idea that I was old enough by now to handle 
such a situation and “yes, I could come” — the limousine would be dispatched to pick 
me up at my hotel at seven in the evening. Now mother had always instructed me 
to always take along a gift to the hostess, and this would be what I would do. 
Enquiring at the hotel front desk where to purchase flowers, they directed me over 
to the great flower market La Merced, many blocks directly behind the hotel. 
Finding the market I was flabbergasted to see the acreage which covered every type 
of flower, including exotic blooms from the furthest jungles over far reaching 
corners of the country. One of the first stalls I encountered had the most magnificent 
long stemmed roses, and this I kept in mind as I wound through the many faceted 
stalls all the more wonderful than the last. This took several hours looking at it and 
admiring the most colorful and exotic blooms — orchids upon orchids — bromeliads 
all in the lushest colors, That I had ever encountered, but was drawn back like a 


magnet to those beautiful roses with stems up to four or five feet long. 


Finding myself back at the rose stand, the old Mexican lady who owned it was busy 
with a number of different customers. While waiting I began wondering what the 
connotation of roses might be in a foreign country which I was not all that familiar 
with. Stepping over I asked a beautifully dressed lady in a very handsomely tailored 
camel hair suit about taking some roses to a hostess. ‘Perfect,’ she declared, so it 
was set — roses it would be — I would but a few of the wonderful magenta and orange 
pink ones which were absolutely breathtaking. Not figuring out the exchange and 
when the old lady was free, I stepped over and let her know I would but ten dollar 
American worth. Calling a grandson over to help her, they began to bring over 
bunches of roses much to their delight and the pile grew to around the height of my 
shoulders. This was shocking to me, but hadn’t realized what ten dollars could but 


at the time and at the same time I didn’t have the heart to disappoint the old lady by 
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telling her that I couldn’t take all of them. But how would I get them back to the 
hotel? This the old lady solved easily by calling in five more grandsons to come and 
carry them, myself included, piled high with roses. The seven of us wound our way 
back to my hotel. What a sight it must have presented, not only many blocks back, 
but coming into the hotel lobby with such a mass of gorgeous roses. I had already 
decided I would request the hotel if they could hold them in cold storage for me until 
I would let them know I what I would do with them, for no way could these all be 


taken for a hostess of a dinner party. 


Yes they would hold them for me until I would give them further instructions for 
their disposition. Arriving back to my suite, the telephone was ringing and on the 
other end was Nora with news of a change of plans. Her father was going to take us 
all for dinner to el Villa Fontana — one of the most outstanding restaurants in the 
city, as I had already known about and heard about this restaurant sometime before. 
This change of plans would be fine, for dining there would be a very rare experience, 
although I was somewhat disappointed to not have dinner in a Mexico City home. 
In the mean time my decision was just to leave the flowers with the hotel for now, 
and after everything was over I would give them instructions to perhaps place the 


rose in vases throughout the lobby. 


During my stay in the hotel I made friends with an elderly, well travelled, couple 
from Oakland California who were somewhat perturbed hearing of these new plans, 
with young and impressionable me being the centre point of such an elaborate 
meeting. They requested that I meet them early in the hotel bar for cocktails at their 
invitation. I sensed they were anxious with worry in their voices to meet and observe 


Nora and her family. They too heard stories of matrimonial entrapment. They were 
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a darling couple — very elegant and were like a very fine ersatz grandmother and 


grandfather to me. 


That evening we gathered for cocktails — dry Manhattan Martinis — at the end of the 
lobby, far away from the entrance. Together we were all seated where we could 
observe Nora’s arrival. After our second cocktail what a happy time we were having 
when I saw Nora arrive at the front entrance of the hotel on the arm of her aristocratic 
father. And what an entrance it was. It stopped all traffic in that huge lobby. I 
waved and with a smile Nora spotted me. All eyes were upon this majestic pair 
coming across the floor towards us. She was dressed like a movie star, in a long 
black dress topped by a silk magenta opera cape flowing and billowing out to the 
floor with a slight train in the cape following in her footsteps. Her father was not 
exceptionally tall, but his regal bearing with an immaculate custom evening suit, 
complete with a black silk bowtie, carrying a beautiful golden headed cane topped 


the picture off like something out of a fairy tale. 


They arrived over at where the three of us were sitting, chatting and I was busy 
introducing my friends all around when to my utter amazement I looked up and it 
was appearing like a mountain and a mirage moving over from the front desk. With 
a second look I realized that the head counterman had taken it upon himself and 
decided of course these were who the roses were for and sent out six bellhops to 
carry them over and present them with great flourish to Nora. She was 
overwhelmed. Even her staid father staggered on his cane at sight a sight and no one 
was more staggered than I, and the first thing that came blurting from out of my 


mouth was “these are for your mother.” 
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Nora smiled when I said this for she knew in her heart perhaps why I had said this. 
Nora’s father, Mr. Riese, warmly thanked me for the roses. I took a liking to Nora’s 
father immediately for it was very obvious that he was cultured and that he had old 
family connections to this ancient and sophisticated City. While we said our 
goodbyes to the Oakland couple, the flowers eventually were all loaded into the 
limousine. Then Nora her father and I — barely finding room in the limousine — were 
now on our unbelievable ride to el Villa Fontana on the regal stretch of Reform 
Boulevard. We were absolutely engulfed in these magnificent roses — in the fact 
the car was so packed with these beautiful blossoms that many were hanging out the 


open windows. People stopped in the street to watch us pass. 


Our arrival at the restaurant caused a flurry. Exactly as the lobby of the El Presidente 
Hotel, the whole el Villa Fontana restaurant came to a complete standstill on our 
being led through the lobby and up the tiers of banquette seats to be seated right in 
the middle of the establishment — with all eyes upon us! In her arms Nora carried a 
few dozen of the roses. I suspect all eyes were on her and her alone, or perhaps her 


and her father. I sensed I was hardly noticed, except for perhaps my red hair. 


Mon Dieu ... what an evening ... and it had just begun. 


Now el Villa Fontana was famous not only in Mexico City, but the whole wide world 
over. The outstanding features beyond their superb cuisine was the strolling 
violinists of which each group consisted of approximately forty men playing the 
most romantic and beseeching music. Some of the music they played was Spanish, 
some Hungarian gypsy and some dreamy classical. Their musical reputation 
preceded them, and I had heard of their talents long before while I was in school in 


San Francisco. 
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While our waiter welcomed us to the restaurant and made arrangements to place 
Nora’s roses in a silver vase on a small table, the musicians strolled over to serenade 
us. Such haunting music. I stole a glance around me. This restaurant was massive 
in size with extremely large isles to accommodate these groups of musicians strolling 


through and stopping to play at certain tables. 


Out of the corner of my eye I could see that Nora’s father was observing me closely, 
and that Nora was in turn observing her father. There was a triangle of sorts around 
the table. I should perhaps tell you that Mr. Riese either could not speak English or 
decided he would not. Nora did the interpretation and translation for us both. 
Besides I knew that people of consequence in Mexico know to learn and practice 
their English. I suspected at the very least Nora’s father could understand English, 
so I knew to be guarded in what I would say to Nora. How did I know this? Well, 
it was in the lobby of the hotel when he father asked of me whether I was gringo ... 
and he reacted ever so slightly — before Nora could translate for him — when I said 


“no I come from Canada.” 


The musicians played a short introductory set for us and then moved on and the 
instant they were out of ear shot, and before we three could say anything the waiter 
reappeared carrying the grand leather bound menus. Once again they were all in 
Spanish so once again I deferred to Nora and her judgment. When I did this Nora’s 
father did the same, which I sensed surprised Nora. I could see her father being so 
aristocratic as to not let his two daughters make any decisions for themselves. Nora 


beamed with her culinary responsibility. 
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I decided to test this hypothesis and asked Nora how her sister was today. Nora 
looked up with big eyes, then toyed with the gold chain and cross around her neck 
before saying, “she wanted to come too ... but papa thought four of us here for dinner 
would be a bit ofa spectacle ...” Then dutifully she turned and Nora translated what 
she had just said to me to her father. Her father said one word ‘extravaganza ...’ 
and smiled over at me. Then Nora turned back to me and re-spoke the phrase “papa 
thought the four of us here for dinner would be a bit of a extravaganza ...” I knew 


now it was best I not to tip the triangle. 


The waiter returned and the order was given and then from almost behind the waiter 
— as if he was his shadow — the sommelier appeared, produced three wine menus for 
us and we set off to make the wine selection. Nora’s father turned to his daughter 
and in Spanish said one word, and I knew what that word meant ... “Champagne?” 
Nora turned to me and asked me “would you like Champagne with our dinner?” 
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“Champagne was a bit sweet for my taste for the main course of a meal ...” Nora 
turned to her father and explained. He closed his wine menu then he waved his hand 


at me and said something in Spanish. 


“My father wonders 1f you can select the wine for our dinner.” 


There’s a bear trap if I ever heard one. Choose a fine wine, but not an expensive 
one! Not a middling one but nearer the top end ... I looked down at the jumble of 
Spanish words, then before I got lost in them a brilliant thought came to mind. I 
looked up and over at her and asked Nora “what have you ordered for us for dinner.” 
As she explained in English I noticed the sommelier seemed uninterested. I was 


hoping he could understand English — but it was evident he couldn't. I had hoped to 
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draw the sommelier into the decision making process, but I guess it was left to Nora 
and I to sort this out. She was game and so we discussed the dishes for a few 
moments then I asked her to translate for the sommelier. Without saying a word he 
pointed at a wine on the list. To my great relief it was neither inexpensive nor 
expensive. It was a Spanish wine I was familiar with. I nodded my head and said 
“si.” The sommelier smiled his approval, as did Nora’s father and collected up two 
of the three menus. Diplomatically leaving one at Mr. Riese’s elbow. I guess the 


Champagne might come later. I had tipped-toed around that bear trap! 


Then started the twenty questions ... How we had met ? — as if he didn’t already 
know for he probably had already given his daughter the ‘third degree” — but I guess 
wanted Mr. Riese wanted to hear it in my own words. I was careful not to mention 
Nora’s boldness, nor imply that I was in active search for female company here in 


Mexico City. 


He asked me what I did ... then I sort of tripped up. I mentioned I had just finished 


art school in San Francisco ... 


“Artista?” The look of surprise on Mr. Riese’s face brought a look of embarrassment 
to Nora’s face. I knew she knew but I immediately suspected that she had not told 
her father this ... Mr. Riese glared at Nora with the consternation of father thinking 
‘over my dead body ...’ 


This brought a mix of feelings to my heart. On the one hand I was indignant that 


being an artist was considered so lowly by Nora’s father, yet I also knew that I would 


not be invited to their home for a feast — wedding. I tried to keep a straight face but 
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I suspect a bit of anguish showed on my face for Nora knew to ask “are you ok?” 


She again toyed with her necklace as she waited for my answer. 


It was a sort of tell — her and her necklace. I smiled at her and simply said “art is 
what I seem to be best at ...” She turned to her father and translated but once again 
I sensed he understood English for he immediately began to talk about the great 
artists of Mexico and Spain. It only took a few seconds for me to see that Nora was 
going to be fine (she stopped toying with her necklace) and while Mr. Riese talked 
about Valázquez and Goya I knew he was in his element. He made no mention of 
the modern Spanish artists like Picasso or Dali. It was if he was reciting a university 
lecture he once took in Spanish Art History. I could tell Nora had heard this lecture 


before for she was quite bored. 


Perhaps the talk needed some living up? I was about to mention the wonderful 
murals I had seen at the University when out of the corner of my eye I saw Nora 
raise he hand to her necklace. Both her father and I turned to her and we could both 
see the nervousness in her eyes. This was the dramatic moment of our evening! 
Nora sensed the danger. So I decided to forgo mention of the murals and started to 
talk about some of the religious Spanish religious icons we had studied at art school. 


A sincere look of relief passed over Nora’s face. 


I guess if I had mentioned the Diego murals I would be a rebel amongst the 
aristocratic and this would have ruined the ambience of our evening. Just as I was 
about to exhaust my limited knowledge of Spanish religious icons our meal arrived 


to save us from our awkwardness. 
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As the meal progressed I sensed a gathering seriousness in the tone of Mr. Riese”s 
conversation with his daughter. The conversation was still through Nora’s 
interpretation. Nora's father seemed very concerned with her about something 
serious and finally she turned to me and said her father was being insistent that I be 
told that her mother was not alive and he felt I should be told this as I had said that 
this was who the roses were for. Her eyes went stern for a brief second and I had to 
think what it was she was trying to tell me. The stern looked on her father’s face 


told me that I needed to act ever so carefully. 


“Do you like the roses?” I asked her. 


“T do ... very much ... but my father says he would rather see they go to a favorite 
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aunt of mine ...” With those words I knew with certainty I would never be invited 


to a visit to their home. Again almost magically the next course of our meal arrived. 


Nora in a coquette dig at perhaps the two men at her elbows had ordered me Oysters 
Rockefeller. Arranged on a large crystal platter set in shaved ice on an even larger 


sterling silver charger, were two dozen grand oysters. 

She looked up at me and asked “Do you like oysters ... or would you prefer snails?” 
She was a clever one, for just a few works before there had been a movie review 
article about a scene in the feature film Spartacus where a slave (Tony Curtis) asks 


his Roman Master whether he preferred oysters to snails ... 


I grinned knowingly at her. “I love eating oysters ... and never touch snails.” 


152 


He father did not ask Nora what we had just said, so I just set upon the plate. The 
huge oysters were done in the traditional way of fresh spinach and cheese au gratin 
broiled over them. I ate one. It was the best oyster I had ever tasted and fresher than 
one could imagine. I offered Nora and her father to taste several of them along with 
what they she had ordered for themselves. Mr. Riese declined but Nora 
enthusiastically said she would. “I have never tasted oysters before.” Instead of 
daintily lifting the oyster out of its shell with a spoon she lifted the entire oyster to 
her lips and slurped it down, leaving a little drop of juice on her chin. She caught it 
with her hand before the drop fell on her magnificent dress. Her father said nothing 
but gave her a stern look of disapproval. In her rebellious mood she asked me for 
another. Nora’s father shook his head slightly but all I could think of doing was 
shrug my shoulders. Nora enjoyed her second more than her first. I sensed she 
hoped I would offer her a third — but we had tempted fate twice already. A third time 
would be profoundly unlucky. 


The wine matched their dishes but it did not match the oysters so I left my glass 
untouched and asked for mineral water instead. Sensing this miss match Mr. Riese 
ordered a bottle of Spanish sparkling white wine — champagne of sorts — the likes of 
which turned out to be a perfect match to the Oysters Rockefeller. Nora took a glass 
as well but Mr. Riese declined the pour by placing his hand over his glass and sternly 
warning the sommelier off with a few words in Spanish. The sommelier seemed a 
bit offended but set the half finished bottle between Nora and I into a large sterling 
silver cooler packed in ice. From time to time the sommelier took to stopping by 
and topping up our glasses. My glass was topped but once while Nora’s was topped 


three times. 
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Then we dined leisurely with very few words shared. I knew that cultured dining in 
the Spanish speaking world was expected to last two or three hours. While we ate 
Mr. Riese went silent and all but left Nora and I to talk between ourselves. It was at 
that point that I knew Nora’s father understood English, for Nora was careful with 
what she said to me, and even how she said it, so we talked about what seemed like 


trivialities to me. 


Nora asked me about my home and upbringing in Victoria and my time at the 
Rudolph Schaeffer School of Color in San Francisco. I in turn asked her about her 
growing up. And so a pleasant time was passed dining and chatting. No mention 
was made about her father and what he did and about her family, and her family 
fortune and the like. While I came from a well-to-do family, I had made sure I had 


avoiding mentioning anything too specific about my family and its fortune. 


When the main dinner was over and before the dessert arrived, Nora excused herself 
to the powder room and this left me all alone with her father. Immediately the very 
cultured and well-mannered gentleman began talking to me in impeccable English 
with no trace of a Spanish accent. The fact that he spoke without an accent and 


impeccably was very profound, along with being utterly amazing! 


I realized, until he had decided that he liked me, he would not converse with me 
directly. But now this point had arrived, and we had a very animated conversation. 
He told me that as a young man he had lived in California and had gone there from 
Mexico City to go to the University and had worked in el Etats Unitas for ten years 
before returning home where he had lived ever since. He expressed how much he 
liked me and the feeling was, of course, mutual. He offered me an invitation that 


upon a future return to Mexico City, as his guest he would take me and his two 
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daughters on a tour through Mexico starting at Toas the old silver capital and 
continuing through the country for six weeks; staying, as he insisted, at the most 
luxurious accommodations available. I said that I was honored and would love to 
take this trip with him and his family, whereupon Nora returned to our table with a 
look of astonishment. She was surprised that her father and I had hit it off so well — 


he was conversing in English with me and she was delighted. 


After a very animate and lively dessert we took our leave of this very renowned 
restaurant. As we exited I cast one last glance from the foyer over this dream world 
and the elegant atmosphere cascading from the tiered baquettes — tuxedoed waiters 
— bright silver — tinkling crystal- superb music — soft illumination — I knew instantly 
that this had been an evening of privilege. Collecting Nora’s dozens of roses we 
made our grand exit to the waiting limousine which whisked us back along Reforma 
—a full moon engulfing the sparkling city, with roses filling the car with their aroma 
— back to my hotel where I would take leave in the morning for many more weeks 
of my travel — both by air and by ship — before I would once again return home. It 
was with some sadness that I told Nora that I would be leaving Mexico City the 


following afternoon. 


Early the following morning the sky was bright with sunshine and crisp with January 
air. I prepared to take my leave from this most colorful cosmopolitan city. As I 
stood waiting for a taxi to take me to the airport suddenly out of the crisp morning 
appeared Nora with some small keep-sake gifts for me. She was sad to see me go 
and asked me to write her and to come visit her again ‘in the not too distant future.’ 
It was awkward for me in that I hardly knew the young lady and well, I had 
obligations elsewhere, including back in San Francisco. The taxis arrived and we 


took our leave, shaking hands. One of the souvenirs Nora gave me was a small 
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Spanish translation book she once used which when I opened later at the airport 
revealed some of the rose petals from the night before, carefully pressed between 


several of the book leaves. 


Weeks later, after many thousands of miles of travel, I arrived back in San Francisco 
in the grand luxury P & O ocean liner coming through the Panama Canal. 
Immediately when I arrived at my apartment the doorman told me of the many 
telephone calls he had been receiving from Mexico City. Hardly after I set foot in 
my apartment that the telephone rang. It was Nora calling to inquire about my trip 
and welfare. In a few days I started to turn them down for they had become collect 
calls on my telephone. Finally, some weeks later, a short note arrived in the mail 
from Mexico City informing me that Nora and her father had been trying to get in 
touch with me to invite me to come to a grand fiesta which was to be held at her 
aunt's ranch (that same aunt who got all the roses) near El Paso Texas. This was to 
be a fourteen day celebration — which I knew very often evolved into a wedding 
celebration with the unsuspecting groom becoming the main object of hundreds of 


celebrants who congregated from all over the world for the occasion. 


Many years later I attended an evening special celebration in the very grand gothic 
Grace Cathedral on Nob Hill in San Francisco. Part way through the service I 
glanced across the aisle and there seated to the left of me was an exact replica of the 
young Nora from many years before. It was even necessary for me to shake my head 


to look again, and be able to comprehend the vision before me. 


At the end of the service I maneuvered to the beautiful young lady and the dark 


handsome fellow at her side. As we came through the grand and open magnificent 
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bronze doors depicting the Gates of Paradise a beautiful full moon was bathing the 


whole top of Nob Hill in a glittering cover of radiance. 


Striking up a conversation with the couple I discovered they were in San Francisco 
on their honeymoon and were staying at the old and very elegant Fairmont hotel just 
a block away. We talked about their visit to my city and how enthralled they were 
both to be here. As we arrived at the grand portico of their hotel I summoned the 
courage to ask the young lady what her mother’s name was — Nora was the reply — 
and I assured her that she must and I was sure her mother also must be a beautiful 
lady. “Si Sénor” was the reply. ‘My mother is the most gracious and famous hostess 
of all Mexico City.’ Then the lovely couple turned and disappeared into the mist as 


they entered their hotel, and their future destiny which lay before them. 


Out of mist of the night appeared the whole evening from thirty years before at el 
Villa Fontana. Was it a pang of guilt, or perhaps nostalgia? Was it the magic 
emanating from the moonlight — the mist — or combination of both? There before my 
eyes appeared Nora and her father, the many magnificent roses, the grand restaurant, 
the Oysters Rockefeller, the violinists with their beautiful and enchanting music, 
Nora in her grand majestic silk opera cape with her gracious father with his gold 
handled cane, their stately grace — and both of them giving me a wonderful, vibrant 


smile. 
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My friend Aoi by Patrick Bruskiewich 


I first met Aoi (not her real name) three years ago at a summer English conversation 
gathering in Vancouver. The way we first met told me something about her. She 
noticed that everyone around me was drinking coffee except me. She liked tea and 
so that is why she sat next to me. I got her the same tea I was drinking, a variety 


known as Parisienne. 


The moment she spoke it was evident she was well educated and was also well 
traveled. She liked the tea. ‘It was neither too sweet nor too bitter,’ she said. She 
spoke English well, without having much trouble pronouncing her r’s, much better 
than someone who has just studied English a few hours a week in high school. “I 
like watching films, not American films, but British ones.” She was twenty six at 


the time we first met and established in her professional career. 


It took her a few minutes to admit what was clearly evident. Aoi was sad. She was 
hoping to find a new boyfriend and settle down. After three years her fiancé had told 
her a few weeks ago that he did not want to marry her. They had broken up, and 
quite badly. He was a middle manager for one of the big car companies. She worked 
in administration for one of the companies providing CNC machinery for the 
Japanese automobile manufacturers. Her company was in fact the largest of its kind 
in the world, a consortium with a large European CNC company, and as well known 
in industrial circles as any of the Japanese car manufacturers that used these CNC 


machines. By the way CNC means computer, numerical control. 


Aoi had come to Vancouver to try to lift her spirits and to get on with her life. 
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The first time we met we spoke about our interests and she seemed to find something 
comforting in me. The second time we met she asked about my life and I told her a 
bit about me. I am somewhat older than she is and had been married and divorced. 
I told her I knew sadness first hand. For the remainder of her visit to Vancouver she 
wanted to meet up with me to walk and chat about life. This was her first visit to 


Vancouver and she enjoyed the city. 


Over the last ten days of her two week visit Aoi and I met three times, she contacting 
me and asking me to meet up. I sensed she had set out on her trip to Vancouver to 
meet other men. I encouraged her to do so. She had the number of a few of the boys 
from the conversation gathering, but she told me all they wanted to do was “to kiss, 


cuddle and get into my panties.” 


She was much more outspoken then most Japanese woman I had met in the past. 


Perhaps this is why I found her such an interesting person and befriended her. 


When I better understood her sadness I told her the story that my grandmother had 
told me when I was sad about my then marriage — the story was about my 
grandmother’s three boyfriends, and how she chose my grandfather, a serious young 
man, over a man with several young children who had lost his wife to ill health 
(probably overwork) and a playboy with a reputation as a rake (who died in a car 


crash a year later). She liked the idea of having several boyfriends. 


Aoi had dressed up in color the last time we met up on her first visit and she was a 


great deal happier than when we had first met. 


159 


In fact as she bid me farewell she smiled and said ‘why stop at five?” 
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She asked me if I could be one of her five boyfriends? I smiled and nodded. 


She blushed. Then and there I thought ... yes Aoi will be fine. 


We kept in touch by email. I would get a message from her twice a month. I would 


wait a few days to answer her. Sometimes it is important not to appear too eager. 


Inevitably I would ask her how her quest for boyfriends was going along? She would 
equivocate. Her professional life was so busy she said she was... ‘too tired to go 
out.’ After three months she finally went out on a date to a film and dinner with a 
man she had known since high school, but it was a disaster. He had a reputation as 
a playboy, and she was too timid and well they mixed, in her own worlds, ‘like oil 


and water ...’ 
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Things were not going well for her, so she decided that December to visit Vancouver 
again. I had become a sort of sage for her, which I found somewhat knotty because 
I was anything but sage when it comes to understanding women. My heart had been 
broken so many times it was held together by thin pieces of string. But I guess she 


wanted a male outlook to finding a wife. But hereto life had been a disaster for me. 


It was hard to put into words how I felt about all this so I decided to take a page out 
of Picasso”s book and paint her a painting with a message. I chose Lucky Kitty as 
the theme. When she returned to Vancouver I invited her to visit my Atelier, for 


afternoon tea, which she did with a friends. 


The first version of Lucky Kitty painting was waiting for her on the easel. 
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I had painted three very aroused male cats and a new born kitten at her feet. The 
fact that Lucky Kitty was female was also clearly evident. I offered the Lucky Kitty 
painting to her “to take home and hang on her wall to encourage her in her quest for 
boyfriends...’ but she told me that she still lived at home with her parents and 
younger sister and such a message would ‘cause a scandal and not be allowed” by 


her mother.” So it has sat turned to the wall in the Atelier for the past two years. 


A few days later we went to a night time German Christmas fair which Aoi had heard 


about. We both had a wonderful time milling about the exhibits. 


I could see she was happy to be back here in Vancouver over Christmas and to spend 


time with me. 
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But her happiness seemed fleeting. 


Before Aoi left Vancouver she wanted me to come with her as she met up with an 
‘old boyfriend” together going for a walking visit to Lynn Canyon Park. Her ‘old 
boyfriend” had brought along his latest main squeeze as he described her and it was 
a bit of a circus. He (let me call him Bob) had not told his main squeeze (I think her 
name was Maria, a warm hearted and photogenic Mexican girl) what they would be 
doing that afternoon and so she had dressed fashionably but not warm enough for 
the occasion. He was wearing a warm winter coat which he did not share with Maria. 
Maria had a dress on with short sleeves. While the sun was out she was brave but 


as the afternoon sun started to disappear she started to shiver. 
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I offered the poor, shivering Maria my jacket, which she gladly wore. I had made a 
friend for life. The dynamics were very interesting as we waited for the bus home 
on Lynn Valley road. Something was indeed going on there between the Bob, Maria 


and Aoi. I was in the center of a triangle ... une mélange a trios (pas ménage!) 


I was interested to see how this would play out so I invited them to dinner in a fancy 


Italian restaurant at the bottom of Lonsdale not too far from the Sea Bus Station. 


It was an strange dinner to say the least. Bob sat opposite Aoi and I sat opposite to 
Maria. Maria and I talked films all dinner. Bob and Aoi talked about relationships. 
When Aoi started to get heated over something I softly placed my hand on her back 


and she pushed me away with her hand. 


Aha ... I thought ... something had happened between Bob and Aoi the first time 
she was in Vancouver. I did not ask her what this was. And honestly I did not want 


to ask. But still I wanted to know ... 


On a small piece of paper I wrote out some films I recommended for Maria, films 
like Charade with Audrey Hepburn and Cary Grant, and the Science Fiction film 
Fifth Element, and I said loudly I would add my email to the bottom of the paper if 
she thought of any films she might recommend to me to watch. Maria blushed and 
grabbed the paper and stuffed it in the front of her bra. That got Maria an immediate 
look of scorn from both Aoi and Bob. After dinner Bob had still not offered Maria 


her coat and instead walked to the Sea Bus with Aoi. 


Poor old Maria ... I never heard from her again, but that’s understandable. She 


probably wanted to get as far away from Bob and his entourage as possible. And 
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besides she could talk film with almost anyone. I would have enjoyed meeting up 
with Maria simply because my artistic eye admired beauty and she would have made 
une odalisque fantastique! 

To be able to take a trip to Vancouver Aoi had made arrangements for her company 
to let her come to talk an English language course. The next time we met up it was 
in a convenient place for her to sit and work on her English homework. We met in 
the food court at Pacific Center, a rather noisy and bustling place, given that it was 
the Christmas season. 

But Aoi needed to be in a public place for the small drama that was about to be 
played out. Quite out of the blue she asked me ‘why men were so promiscuous?’ I 
could not help laughing. 


“It is in our nature,” I said. “It is hard for men to be monogamous.” 


There was an awkward silence which I broke. “Did you study biology in high 


school?” 


“Of course, we all have to.” 


I smiled. “I didn’t take biology in high school.” 


“Oh.” She smirked. 


“I am still pretty naive when it comes to the birds and the bees.” 
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“Birds and Bees?” 


“I am pretty naive when it comes to sex ...” I whispered this to her and she gave me 


an impish grin. 


“I am probably not the person to ask about promiscuity. I am Catholic and appreciate 


the difference between love and lust ... 


She went silent. Perhaps she was expecting a different answer from me? I wondered 
if she was asking me to share a bed with her? Obviously my answer left her at a 
disadvantage. So she took a different tact with me. “In Nepal the women can have 


many husbands.” 


“I didn’t know that.” I decided to tease Aoi and see where this would take us. “The 
women in Nepal must be very happy with their lives!” She talked awhile about how 


1t would be nice 1f this were allowed in Japan. 


After a few minutes I decided to tell Aoi the story of Anais Nin and her many trysts. 
She had never heard about Anais Nin, so I decided to also tell Aoi about Anais Nin”s 
two husbands, one on the East coast of the US and the other on the West Coast. ‘So 
you see, not only men are promiscuous ...” I said to her, ‘but it takes a special type 


of women to have several husbands.” 
Boldly Aoi stated “it is one thing to have many boyfriends ... but I want several 


husbands!” And she was serious! From that moment onwards I would inquire of her 


how her search for ... her husbands ....was coming along.” 
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After her visit to Vancouver she went on a business trip to Europe to confer with her 
European Consortium members. When she returned home to Tokyo she was 
reassigned ... exiled as she described it to me ... from Tokyo to Nagoya for a few 


months. 
At the start of her ‘exile’ as she described it she was sad, but I told her that now that 
she was living in an apartment by herself she could go out more often and come in 


much later and perhaps find her husbands. 


When she returned to Tokyo she took up her own apartment and went out several 


times a week with prospective husbands. 


Recently I received wonderful news. She had found a husband. I was very happy 


for Aoi. But I wondered if she would truly settle down? 


For certain I knew it was time to repaint Lucky Kitty. I would eventually do three 


versions. The first is one of traditional monogamy (here on the easel) 
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I had painted out two of the three amorous cats, as well as the background. You may 
have noticed Mount Fuji is now gone. But this was too allegorical don't you think. 


So I let this canvas sit for a while. 


Then I thought what would the painting look like if there was only her with a 


horizontal background? 
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But something is still missing, don’t you think? 


This past week I painted its final presentation. 


I borrowed a theme from a Renaissance painting by Botticelli. 


Everything is in balance now don’t you think? And the message is clear... 
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Maybe Aoi will now hang Lucky Kitty on her wall? 
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The Secret Books by Patrick Bruskiewich 


It started innocently enough, one cold and crisp Wednesday morning in February. It 
was the end of morning recess and the nun on field duty was very old school. She 
insisted that we all get in line, with the little ones coming in first, the tiny first 
graders. Usually we older ones didn’t really mind, but today it was a good ten below 


freezing, and now we were standing still instead of moving about. 


Me being in the fifth grade meant that I had to stand en extra few minutes while the 
other younger students made their way into the warmth of the school. I guess I didn’t 
mind for I had my toque, scarf and gloves. But then suddenly, I felt a small hand 
snake into my right hand pants pocket, followed by a second small hand into my left 


pocket. 


I heard a voice whisper “my hands are cold,” in perfect Parisian French in my right 
ear. We were lined up so closely, like sardines in an awfully small can that I could 
not turn my head to see who might be taking such liberties. All I knew is that the 


voice was unfamiliar. 


Then it was our turn to move and we started in through the big old doors of the back 
of the school. The old green linoleum floor was slippery in the half melted snow 
and so I shuffled slowly so as not to slip. Just as I got through the doors my glasses 
fogged up and so I could not see around me. I moved to one side of the hallway and 
removed my glasses, quickly got out my handkerchief and started to rub the fog off 


the lenses. 
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As I did this I quickly looked at the students who had been in line behind me. Ina 
blur I saw of the five remaining in the line behind me three were girls and two boys, 


but only one of them had no gloves. 


Her name was Maryam and she was new to the school, having arrived just after 
Christmas with her younger brother from Beirut Lebanon. They were both refugees 
from the civil war that had broken out the year before in 1972. Maryam was a grade 
ahead of me in school. She was not warmly dressed for the season and, with her 


warm Mediterranean blood, was unused to such cold weather. 


She stopped for a second at the bottom of the stairs looked back at me with a smile 
then ascended up the stairs. I smiled back and I followed her up the stairs. Then we 


each went our own ways back to class, she to sixth grade and me to fifth. 

It was a few days later that we happen to cross paths again. This time it was in the 
school library, which was on the second floor midway down the hallway. The 
librarian did not see us enter. I was tracking down the next edition of my favorite 
boy’s book series Tom Swift. Maryam walked into the library and when she saw 
me came to say hello. 

“Thank you,” she smiled. 

“For what,” I answered him somewhat uncertain. 


“For letting me warm my hands,” she continued. 


“Oh ....” I could feel my face grow warm. “You are welcome 


173 


“You’re blushing,” her face lit up as she said this. 


“Am I?” I didn’t know what to say to her. 


She looked at the book in my hand. “What are you reading?” I showed her the book. 
She glanced at the title then looked me straight in the eyes. “You are different aren't 
you?” I shrugged my shoulders. The girls in my class were reading Nancy Drew, 


the boys Hardy Boys and here I was reading Tom Swift. I guess I was different. 


“What do you like to read?” I asked her. 


Maryam said she liked stories, and so we went in search of a book she might like. It 
was lunch time and so we had the time to be thoughtful in our selection. Maryam 
had been a student at an all-girls international school in Beirut run by French nuns 
from Paris. We walked up and down the rows of elementary school books. Nothing 
caught her fancy. Since she acted like an adult, I sensed that Maryam read only adult 


books. 


I watched her carefully as she walked. She wore a simple dress, in yellow, which 
accentuated the shape of her body. She had on simple white shoes with simple white 
socks. Since I knew she was unused to the cold it was odd but she wasn't wearing 


a sweater. 


“Aren’t you cold?” I asked her. 


“All the time,” she responded. 
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Even before she was finished saying this I was already unbuttoning and taking my 


sweater off and offering it to her. It seemed the gallant thing to do, I thought. 


She immediately took my sweater and put it on, wrapping herself in it. “Merci bien,” 


she said in a very lyrical voice. I nodded. 


“Have you found anything you like?” I asked her. 


“No. I am used to reading adult books, but there is no adult stuff on the shelves.” 


I smiled knowingly. “I think they keep all the adult books in the basement.” I looked 


down as I said this and she looked down as well. 


Then a thought came to me. I looked around and then stepped closer to her and 


whispered. “Would you like to go down into the basement?” 


Her eyes grew wide. “You can get down into the basement?” 


I did not say a thing but motioned her forward with my index finger. I started to 
creep towards the locked door at the back of the library. She looked around and then 


carefully followed in my footsteps. 


When we got to the door I knew not to try the door knob for the door was normally 
locked. She looked at me inquisitively. I looked back at the empty library then I 
slowly lifted a big book, an old French history book, off the shelf next to the door 
knob. She watched me as I did this and I motioned for her to look beyond the book. 
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Maryam peered into the cavern behind where the book had been sitting. There was 
a brass key hanging on a brass hook on the wall behind where the book had sat on 


the shelf. I motioned with my eyes for her to gather up the key, which she did. 


I placed the old history book back into its place. Maryam wanted to hand the key to 
me but I motioned for her to open the door with it. It was an old brass key for an old 
brass lock for an old brass door knob set in a well-cared for oak door, with brass 
hinges. Our school, St. Thomas Aquinas, had been built in the 1920”s and had been 


well used and well-looked after by the Catholic diocese in Edmonton. 


“Won't we get into trouble?” she asked. 


I leaned forward and came close to her ear and whispered, “only if we are caught. I 


won't tell if you don’t.” 


She giggled and leaned forward as she carefully put the key into the lock and turned 
it. I closely watched her as she did this and was able to glance down the front of her 


dress. She had a bosom and I think I saw a bit of pink skin. 


As she turned the key the brass plate under the door handle gave a dull clunk and 
then she turned the door knob. She looked back over her shoulder at the empty 
library and smiled. She stood up. I stood up as well and as she pulled the door 


opened quietly on its hinges. 


The coast was clear and so we both stepped through the door and onto the landing 


on the other side. Here we were now in a secret world. She turned around to face 
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me then I stepped through the door. I turned around and slowly swung the door 


silently closed. We were now all alone in a dark. 


“Shouldn’t we turn a light on?” she asked. I could feel her body close to mine. I 


could also hear a quiver in her voice. 


“In a moment,” I said. I don’t know why I hesitated to turn the light on but it seemed 
like the thing to do at the time. I had my back to her. I felt her hands touch against 
the small of my back. 


“Are you cold,” I asked her. 


“Just a bit,” she said. I don’t know why I did this but I took her hands and guided 
them into my pockets. He hands were small and soft. She let me guide her hands 


towards my warmth. 


Her hands glided into my pockets, but this time she did not stop short but pushed 
them in as far as the fabric in my pockets permitted. For a few seconds she didn’t 
do anything. Perhaps she was uncertain, because this time it really wasn’t about 


being cold. 


When her hands began to move they started to move apprehensively. Her right hand 
began to open and close nervously. Her left hand pushed across my body as if she 
was gathering everything to one side. I have to say it tickled having her hands in my 


pockets. I think she could feel that I was getting excited, and I was. 
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She giggled. “Do you want me to stop?” she asked. I didn’t say anything but took 
a half stepped back towards her. Now our bodies were as close as they can get and 
her hands deep within my pockets. She continued to grope with her hands and my 


stamen began to blossom. 


I could feel her against my back as I could feel her breathing close to my ear. Her 
breathing was nervous like her touch. I was getting very warm. I leaned my head 
over and touched her cheek with mine. I could tell she was warming up too. I started 


to shiver. 


“Are you cold?” she asked me. I shook my head. “Perhaps we better stop,” she 


said as she took her hands out of my pocket. I was disappointed. 


There was a touch of disappointment in her voice as well. And so I hesitated for a 
few second before I flicked the light switch. In those few second I could feel her 
bosom moving, palpitating almost against my back. Her breasts were perceptible 
even through my sweater she was wearing. I had nothing to compare them to except 


to say that they seemed a great deal bigger in the perception, than in the imagining. 


She let out a sigh as I flicked the light on. The sound of the old switch echoed down 
the steep wooden stairs into the basement. I turned to face her. Maryam’s cheeks 
were flush and her eyes sparkled even in the dull illumination of the 100 W 


incandescent bulb screwed into the old overhead lamp. 


It was the first time I had really been close enough to see her face in detail. She had 
a healthy plumpness to her, but she was not pudgy. Her eye brows were trimmed 


and she wore no make-up. Around her neck was a gold chain with a Christian cross. 
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She wore simple gold earrings with small diamonds in them that sparkled even in 


the dull light. 


Maryam was plainly beautiful, pure and simple. 


I think she knew what I was thinking. She looked into my eyes, as I did into hers. 
Her irises were big and inviting. I then looked down at her lips. As I took them into 
view she licked her upper lip with her tongue. I leaned forward and closed half the 


distance to her and then stopped. I was meeting her half way. 


She understood and leaned forward. Our lips met with the softness of a kiss that 
only two very nervous and innocent paramours might exchange. It was she that 
pressed forward and not me. I stopped when she did and then stepped back a half 
step. 


We both smiled. Then she stepped back. There she was standing before me, leaning 
now against the far wall of the landing? Her arms were tucked behind her and one 
leg was set in front of the other. This gave her body a feminine shape of someone a 


bit older that she was, being only in sixth grade. 


“Do you think we should go?” I asked her tremulously. She shook her head and 
offered me her hand as a lady would to a suitor. I took her hand which was very 
warm to the touch. “You were going to show me the books,” she said confidently. 
She pushed away from the wall and started down the stairs. Her pull got me started 


down the stairs after her. 
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I watched her as she walked down the stairs. She was plump but very lithe in her 
step. When we got to the bottom of the stairs she stepped a step sideways and I 


joined her in the basement. 


The air was stale and musty. It smelled of mold and old books. I coughed, not once 


but twice. “I have asthma,” I lamented. 


“Oh ... I guess we shouldn’t stay down here too long ... for your case.” She 
squeezed my hand as she said this. I lifted her hand and gave it a small squeeze in 


response. 


There were stack and stacks of books on shelves and even books piled up on the 
floors. It was easy to see that there were more books here in the basement than 


upstairs in the library. 


“Well,” she said, “where should we start?” She let go of my hand and picked a book 


randomly off one of the piles. She was in her element. 


I looked at my watch as she said this. It was half past the hour. “We can maybe stay 


down here for another ten minutes.” 


She lifted her hand and touched my face. Then she started to purposely stride about 
looking for an interesting book. I left her be. She fluttered about like a bee amongst 


a field of inviting flowers. 


Then she stopped and smiled at me before she stood on her tip toes to reach for a 


book on the top shelf. It was just out of her reach and so I tried to reach for it as 
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well, but it was futile because she was taller than I was. There was s step ladder in 
the corner and so I walked over to the ladder lifted 1t and set it down before the shelf 
she wanted. As I passed one of the overhead lights I brushed against it and it began 


to sway, providing a surreal luminance to our stage. 


I unfolded the ladder and clicked the cross brace into place. She stepped up on the 
rungs before I could offer to get the book for her. The ladder was old and started to 
skid on the floor and so I stepped forward and steadied the ladder. Then I looked 


up. 


Just as I did this Maryam leaned forward and pulled a book from the shelf. I could 
see past her knees up to a pink sliver that was the plumpness of her backside. At 


that moment she looked back at me and saw that I was peering intently at her. 


She handed me the book and then what she did next was unexpected. She beamed 
at me and fluttered her dress so that I had a glimpse of more than a boy should see. 
Then she turned about and started to make her way down the ladder facing me. Her 
eyes did not leave my face. The oscillating lamp overhead played with the 


silhouettes around us. 


As she made her way down the ladder she caught her dress with her hand on the 
edge of one rungs and it was drawn up and up with each step down. Maryam was 
flirting with me in the worst possible way. She knew what was happening but didn’t 


stop her decent down the rungs of the ladder. 


She only stopped when her belly button was in direct line with my eyes. I could see 


the crease in her pink underthings that served to remind me she was a girl. There 
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were some curls of her hair that peeked out from within. It took a great deal of self- 


control for me not to reach out and touch her. 


As I peered at her I could see the goose bumps on her stomach grow, and feel the 
heat of her increase. In the vibrating light I could see the edge of her ribs and her 
diaphragm move with each breath. As the silhouette ebbed and flowed I admired 
that lovely and unique curve that is set in place by a girl’s pelvis and her private 
place, reminding us men of the specialness of the feminine and the complete absence 


of all things external. 


What she had on was not the plain and sensible cotton underthings that girls her age 
wore. Hers were frilly, semi-transparent and made of pink silk lace. They had a label 
with a fleur-de-lis on it and the word Paris embroidered on it. And in the surreal and 
swaying light of the overhead lamp I could make out what was masked behind the 
pink silk. As I looked at her at such close quarters it was all but unimaginable to a 


naïve and inexperienced eleven year old boy. 


I could have merely reached out and touched the best of her, either her bosom hidden 
by the top of her dress, or the mystery of her hidden beyond the pinkness of her frills. 
If I were a beast all it would have taken was a swat of my paw and the pink frilly 


cloth would have been torn off and her sex set before for me to be feasted upon. 


Or at the very least I could have leaned forward and kissed her second set of lips 1f 
I wanted to. But I am not a beast. Instead I looked up at her as I slowly leaned 
forward and kissed her stomach, midway between her belly button and her sex, just 
at the very edge of impropriety. Her skin was warm and soft on my lips. She 


quivered as my lips passed across her litheness. 
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She was peered down at me as I kissed her. I think she wanted me to do more, but I 


was uncertain, for all that Maryam did at that moment was let out a pregnant sigh. 


Maryam continued her descent down the ladder. When she got to the bottom of the 
ladder the bottom half of her was open like a flower to a bumble bee. There she was 
then, the pistil of a yellow flower, the carpel of her pinkness set before me to admire. 
She drew close to me and what did I do? I naively untangled her dress from the rung 


of the ladder, careful not to tear the cloth. 


She looked at me unbelievingly. All I could think to say to her was “vous est fine.” 


She giggled and said in return “vous est un gentile home. Je vous aime”. The best 


I could guess Maryam was testing me and I passed her test with flying colours. 

As she came close to me I looked down at the book she had in her hand. It was a 
book with a French title, La Delta de Venus by Anais Nin. I did recognized neither 
the title, nor the author. 


I stuttered as I asked her “Is it a good book?” 


She stared at me almost in disbelief. “I have heard of the author but I haven't read 


this book. Ask me in a few days.” 


She looked at me, standing before her empty handed and said “perhaps you should 


find a book as well.” 
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I said nothing but just stood there dumbfounded to what had just happened and so 
she quickly looked around and then grabbed a book with an old and tattered purple 
cover off the top of one of the stacks on the floor and handed it to me. I looked at 


the book. The title was “Types of English Poetry.” 


“You can read me some poetry the next time we come down here.” I answered her 
by saying, “I shall read you something from La Delta de Venus.” I looked at her 
with bewilderment. She read my mind for Maryam made a triangle with her hands 
and then placed it over her most intimate place, that hidden behind the pink silk. 
“C’est ca La Delta de Venus.” She almost giggled as she said this. I just stood there 


before her and stared. 


As I remember fondly of this remarkable rendezvous I should admit to you that after 
many decades I still have and enjoy reading this book, published by two Rutgers 
university English profs, Clara and Rudolf Kirk, in 1940 by Macmillan and Co., 
New York. 


I was very happy she would want me to read some poetry to her and she saw this in 
my eye as she walked past me to the foot of the stairs. “Let us come down here 


again on Friday. You can read me some of the Sonnets by Shakespeare.” 
“Yes ... lets,” I responded warmly to her. At least I knew who Shakespeare was. 


She turned back to the stairs. Clearly, she felt it was time to go back upstairs. Who 


was I to disagree? 
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I followed her up the stairs, admiring the Maryam’s beauty as she walked and 
realizing how naive I had been a few seconds back. Maybe I should have kissed 


more than just her stomach. Then we got to the top of the stairs. 


It was she who flicked off the lights and it was she who turned about and grabbed 
hold of me and all but pinned me against the wall. “Je vous aime beaucoup,” is all 


that she said and then gave me another kiss, this time on my cheek. 

I have to admit I was disappointed she hadn’t kissed me on full on the lips but that 
was neither here nor there. It was time to go, and then again there was perhaps 
Friday. I understood. 

Without telling her what I was doing I leaned forward and peered through the key 
hole. I could see that there were students in the library. She reached out for me but 
the top half of me wasn’t there. 

“Where are you?” she asked. 

“Here I whispered.” She reached down and I could feel her hands on my shoulders. 


“What's up?” she asked me. 


Looking through the keyhole carefully I answered, “we have to stay put until the 


coast was clear.” 


She was now standing behind me. Our bodies touched. I closed my eyes. I could 


feel her. This time she was not hesitant but surged forward and placed her hands on 
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my neck. She had me and she knew it. She was caressing my neck. I could feel 


goose bumps all over my body. 


Then the unexpected happened. There was the dull ring of the school bell. It was 
the first bell announcing that lunch was coming to an end. I opened my eyes and 


saw the students in the library make their way out of the stacks. 
“The coast is clear,” I said and stood up. Maryam now had her arms around me. I 
reached back with my hands and placed them on her hips and drew her closer to me. 


She gave me a very loving hug. 


“T guess we better go then,” she said, with a disappointing tone to her voice. She let 


go of me. 
At that moment I felt very sad. This was a new type of disappointment for me, as I 
suspect it was for her. I slowly opened the door and peered out. The library was 


indeed clear and so we stepped out back into the outside world. 


She used the key to lock the door and then we quickly put it back. Then she tucked 


La Delta de Venus under her sweater. 


“Aren’t you going to sign it out?” I said to her. 


“T don’t think they would let me sign this book out ...” her face was flush with 


excitement. “I promise I will bring it back when I am finished reading it.” 
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She turned and started to make her way to the exit of the library. I followed her, 
making sure the librarian was looking the other way. Tightly I held on to my book 
of poetry as if it were a trophy of our furtive adventure and as if all my future 
depended on me absconding with it. The librarian had her back to us and did not see 


us leave. 


Just then the second bell rang. It did not matter that we both knew we were late for 
afternoon class. Maryam smiled at me, and held up her book with a knowing smile 


and said “see you on Friday.” 


I held up my book of poetry and smiled back. “Shakespeare it is,” I parlayed back to 
her, as she disappeared into her class. I had just enough time to dash down the 
hallway to my classroom and barge through the door as it was being closed by the 


nun. 


She gave me that stern look that only nuns can give you. “en retarde, comme 


toujour,” she said. 


I have a friend who had been at an all-girl’s Catholic school in Liege in Belgium 
who recently told me she had a t-shirt made as a reunion gift for all her school friends 
that said ‘nothing can frighten me’ on its front and ‘because I have been taught by 
nuns’ on its back. Anyone who has been on the receiving end of that stare can relate 


to that message. 


No bother. I dashed to my old and sturdy oak desk near the windows, sat down on 


my old and sturdy oak chair, opened the desk top and secreted my trophy book 
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within. Then I looked around and was glad that no one was watching. I felt so proud 


of myself. We had both done it! 


It was time to get back to the conjugation of French verbs, so I got out my notebook 
and just as I closed the oak top of my desk I peered down at my plum of a prize. I 
quietly closed my desk top and looked out the window. It might be cold and crisp 


outside, but inside I felt very warm and alive. 


As the nun began writing the verbs we were to conjugate, I looked up at the 
blackboard — to steal, to love and to play. As she turned back to the class I swear she 
was looking directly at me. I smirked at her because I did not fear her and thought 


... ah there must be a God! 


And as I conjugated the verbs I thought of the beauty of Maryam, of our prized books 


and how we got them was our secret. 
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